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> ave emperor died and the empress did not go mad with grief, She was too busy 
H being frustrated. His death came at a bad time and put her in a terrible position. 
She'd married him for his status and his money, and now that was all ruined. 
e 


ee oe oe 


It wasn’t that Daji hadn’t cared about the emperor. He’d been a kind man, as far as 
emperors went. He’d had a long time to rule over the great Golden Kingdom and the fight 
had gone out of him decades ago. Oh, he’d been a fiery thing in his day, but by the time Daji 
got her claws into him he’d been widowed for five years, mourning his beloved first wife, 
had just finished leading a successful war, and was pretty tired of the whole thing. For all 
of Daji’s scheming, the marriage hadn't been a tough sell: He was tired. She was ravishingly 
beautiful. She didn’t mind if he spent all day out in the garden with his young daughter or 
that he often went to bed before sunset. 


Ingratiating herself with the daughter hadn’t been much of a chore, either. Daji had 
expected an angry, imperious little ten-year-old mourning her mother and resentful of 

any potential replacement. Instead, Princess Kou was well-mannered, quiet, studious, and 
absolutely besotted with Daji. She liked Daji’s long sleeves and many elaborate hairstyles. 
She asked Daji what colors were her favorite and how she put on her nail attachments, and 
Daji Save so many kind, patient answers that the Emperor offered marriage within a month 
of knowing her. He moved Daji into the reasonably fancy summer palace, let his inner 
council go on ruling the country, and taught his daughter how to play board games. 


As far as marrying into money went, it was ideal. At the time, Daji could have wept for her 
good fortune. Now, just two years later, it was all ruined. The Emperor had died peacefully 
in his sleep, and at the most inconvenient time. Now, Daji could have wept for different 
reasons ~ and nearly did -- at the funeral, standing in her place of honor during the 
ceremonies, dressed in modern but elaborate funerary garb, and clutching Princess Kou’s 
hand. Every now and again the girl looked up at Daji. Daji, for her part, put on a smile and 
reminded her to be brave. All the while, the Emperor’s mother, brother, and sister glared at 
her from the other side of the procession. 


‘LT know you killed him, mouthed the Emperor's brother. Daji could have laughed. She did 
laugh, a day later, when the three of them called her into the council room and accused her 
of just that. 


“Killed him?” laughed Daji. “Why would I, the remarkable Daji, need to do that?” 


“you are a sorceress,” said the Emperor’s sister, Lady Lien, who, as a minister of internal 
affairs, was quite up on these things. 


“So?” asked Daji. “So are half the girls in the kingdom.” 


True, Daji had climbed a mountain to learn the most secret arts from an old monkey sage, 
but what better way was there to learn? Besides, she argued, she only knew glamors and a 
few flashy firework spells. This wasn’t news to anyone in the room. 


“No one knows where you're from,” said the Emperor’s mother, Madam Xi, who was a 
particularly nosy woman. 


Daji shook her head. “You have my records on hand.” 


She’d come from the western plateau, a graduate of one of the most prestigious schools 

in all the kingdoms. Three noble families claimed her as some kind of cousin. Sure, she’d 
gained those connections by curing one house head of his blindness, helping an heir of 
another family cheat on their state exams, and straight up bribing the third family, but who 


in the Sovernment hadn't done something like that? Her school records were real enough, 
she reminded the room. The late emperor's sister had been her roommate. Besides, if Daji 
attended classes just to find a husband, she’d hardly been the first. 


“you could have poisoned him,” snarled the emperor's brother, Prince Xin, who resented 
that the princess had been named heir instead of him. 


“Oh, yes,” drawled Daji, waving her well-manicured hand, “because poison can fake a heart 
condition three physicians diagnosed him with before I even met him. You do think well of 
my abilities, don’t you?” 


Daji hadn’t handled her own food for years. She’d wanted to keep it that way. She wasn’t 

a commoner anymore. True, she’d cursed a few potential rivals with zits before a formal 
presentation or two, but what of it? Madam Xi had done just that decades ago and no one 
said a thing about that. 


“She does have a point,” allowed Madam Xi. 


“Nevertheless,” huffed Prince Xin, turning red, “she... she is an ambitious, social-climbing 
snake!” 


“Fair enough,” said Daji, with a sigh. Actually, she was a fox, not a snake, but she wasn’t 
about to go and make a scene about that. If she'd traveled to the underworld to rewrite her 
fate from a frail forest creature to a beautiful, long-lived woman, so what? Who would want 
to live on carrion and rats for fifteen miserable years? 


“But who would not seek to advance themselves? Satisfaction is so hard to find in one 
lifetime,” said Daji, pointedly. The Prince turned even redder. He’d wanted to be emperor 
himself. “Do you not agree?” 

“How dare you speak to me like that!” he huffed. 


“You are not yet regent to this kingdom,” said Daji. 


“Neither are you,” said Lady Lien. “Though, as empress, that does place you in the most 
favorable position of all of us...” 


“you think I wanted any of this to happen?” cried Daji. Her only goal in life had been to grow 
old and fat. What a fine plump woman she’d have become! “You think I, the splendid Daji, 
am interested in ruling anything?” 


“I think only of the young princess,” said Lady Lien, “And who will rule until she is of age.” 


Madam Xi nodded solemnly. “Whoever watches over my grandchild watches of the future 
of this kingdom.” 


The prince crossed his arms. “Isn’t that convenient for you, Empress Daji?” 


“Oh, shove it,” said Daji, throwing up her hands in despair. “L the fantastical Daji, don’t want 
your golden throne. How dare you! My husband is dead and this is all you can think of!” 


Gathering her sleeves, she stormed out. Had she been anyone else, this would have been 
an executable offense, but being the empress still had some perks. She retired to the 

summer palace, where she threw all of those mentioned pillows onto the bed, and threw 
herself into the pile. After a bit, she pulled out the letter she’d hidden beneath the sheets: 
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a marriage proposal from a minor dignitary in the kingdom down south. A downgrade, for 
sure, but certainly an option. 


In the morning, Madam Xi invited her to share dumplings in the garden. 
“you must forgive my children,” she said, “this has all left them very tense.” 


“I understand,” said Daji, in a voice scratchy from tears. She’d spent most of the previous 
night packing, only to realize she’d have space for just nine of her best robes. “I apologize 
for my rudeness.” 


“Oh, please don’t,” said her mother-in-law. “You made my son quite happy. Have some tea, 
would you?” 


Daji brought the cup to her lips, and then immediately poured it out on the cobblestones 
when the old woman’s eyes were turned. She could smell the poisons better than any 
human could. How rude! Oh, well. The old woman’s approval didn’t matter anymore. Daji 
had already paid off the guards to help her leave the palace that very night. 


At noon, Prince Xin took her for a walk out in the palace gardens. 


“T understand my behavior was out of line,” he said, taking her hand. Daji resisted the 

urge to yodel in his face. That was a fine way to tell another fox to buzz off, but humans 
would have found that very strange. “Of course, whatever happens, | should be honored to 
support a woman of such beauty and grace in whatever way she should see fit...” 


“Isn't that nice, said Daji, snatching her hand away. The normal way she would have 
enjoyed such compliments, but the prince was already married, and an absolute bore 
besides that. After being empress, who’d settle for such a cheap knockoff? “Oh, forgive 
me, my lord. I just realized: ’ve promised your sister I would have supper with her this 
afternoon. I must go get dressed.” 


Daji made sure to transform herself into a servant as she left, so she could walk past all 
three of the armed assassins the prince had stationed by the garden gates. Ugh, how basic! 
Oh, well. It didn’t matter how many men he hired to have her killed. She’d hired a boatman 
to wait for her at the river. 


“I do wish youd just take the position of regent,” said Lady Lien, as they sat together in 
Daji’s opulent reading room. “My mother’s old, my brother’s an idiot, and youd be far 
better at it than you think.” 

“Heavens, Lien. Of course I'd be good at it,” said Daji, rubbing off some of her make-up, “I 
am Daji! The mystical Daji! But that would take work. As you said, 1 am sorceress, not a 
politician. What’s keeping you from taking the position anyway?” 

“Td have to kill my brother for it” said Lien. “Mother’s already lost enough sons this year” 
“And I’ve already risked enough grey hairs!” cried Daji. 

“you would have the support from me and all my retainers,’ said Lien. 

“Oh, please don’t,’ said Daji, running her nails over one of her lacquered teacups. Perhaps 
there might be room for at least one tea set in the suitcase. If she folded the robes extra 
tight. “You know most would be happy to avoid some interloper meddling with the heir to 


throne.” 
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“From my standpoint, an interloper might be the one with that heir’s best interests in 
mind,” said Lien. 


“And you think a selfish second wife would have anyone’s best interests in mind?” 
“Please think about it,” said Lien. 


“All right,” promised Daji. She thought about it, back in her palace, as she laid her robes 
out on her bed and tried to pick her favorites. She also thought about how to best present 
herself to the southern court. New face? Same face? Curvy? Thin? She hadn't decided 
how to go about it just yet. Ohhh, there was so much prep work involved in marrying 

rich! Imagine how much more work it would take to be regent. Lien had such silly ideas 
sometimes. 


It wasn’t that Daji didn’t care about the princess or the kingdom. It’s just she had no 
interest in ruling anything. Sure, she knew which provinces were valuable agricultural 
centers, which required carefully guarded borders, and which had been ancestral enemies 
— but only to keep the economy stable enough to support her lifestyle without a pesky 
rebellion throwing a wrench in. Comfort interested Daji. Conflict? Not so much. As for the 
princess... well. There was her uncle. Or her grandmother. Or her aunt. Her grandmother 
would marry her off, and her uncle would try to keep all the power to himself, but Lien 
would actually look after her. There was really nothing to worry about. Nothing at all. 
Nothing that would make Daji worry, certainly. Or stop folding her robes. Or start fidgeting 
the fancy embroidery of her sleeve... 


“ARGH!” Daji threw her closet doors shut and turned back to her study. She drafted up 
love letter for her new suitor in the south. They'd been exchanging poetry. It was hugely 
romantic. She'd tell him to have a royal litter waiting for her at the end of the river. 


The pretty words went right out of her head. She rolled the unfinished letter up, put it in a 
case, fell on her bed, and screamed into her pillows. 


“Thad it so good,” sobbed Daji. She still hadn’t worked out which robes she’d take. She liked 
them all. They were silk. With gold embroidery. Some of them had bells sewn into them 
and some had sashes so that they’d fit her once she’d become old in plump. Truly, this had 
been as good as it gets. “Oh, my sweet husband, you couldn't have waited five or ten more 
years?” 


Daji was considering turning herself into a heavenly wind and making off with the whole 
roof of the palace, but an attendant arrived at her door. Madam Xi was concerned for her 


health, and wanted to know if she would eat with her that night. 


Checking to make sure the poison took. Daji rolled over into a more dignified position and 
threw hand across her forehead. 


“Ah, no, I couldn’t possibly,” she moaned. “I feel so faint...” 

The attendant left. Daji righted herself and finally narrowed her wardrobe down to at least 
the golds and reds. She liked the golds and reds. She’d even folded a few by the time the 
second attendant arrived. 


“Would her majesty wish to have desserts with the Prince?” asked the attendant. 


Prince Xin wanted to work out where to send the next assassin. Daji pulled one of her more 
expensive combs out of her drawer and threw it at the door. 
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“Tll Sive you three more of those if you tell him I wasn’t in my chambers,” said Daji. The 
attendant took the comb and left with a bit of a spring in their step. Small sacrifice. Daji 
wouldn't be around to make good on the last payment, anyway. Ugh, she’d forgotten 
entirely about her tools! Magic didn’t always do itself. She kept magic candles ina 
pillowbox. She kept a stolen fan in one of her desk drawers. She wondered if she had time 
to work out some kind of shrinking spell on her suitcase. Perhaps she could do it before 
Lien sent her messenger, who, given the pattern that evening would be due within the 
hour- 


Sure enough, another shadow settled by the door just as she’d formed that thought. 

“Oh, surely, Lady Lien can wait until tomorrow, huffed Daji, trying not to remember what 
she'd said about the young princess and her uncertain fate. Daji’s sister-in-law could be 
such a nag, even when she wasn’t around. Daji was meant to be radiant! Not conflicted! 
“She knows I am in mourning. I just saw her today!” 


“We're sorry,’ sniffed a small voice from the other side of the door. “May we come in?” 


Princess Kou. Damn. Daji shoved her magic candles under a sheet and combed her hair 
down. 


“Of course, princess,” she called, in a melodious voice. The young girl stumbled in. She 
didn’t have her normal retinue of tutors and maids. She didn’t even wear any of her formal 
clothes, just her basic nightwear. 

“Are you here alone?” asked Daji. 

The girl nodded, mutely. 

“Have you been wearing that all day?” asked Daji. 


The girl nodded again. 


“Oh, my poor dear,’ said Daji. The girl’s situation was truly dismal, to stay in her 
nightclothes all day. “Iam so sorry. What is so important to bring you here like this?” 

“We wished to see you,” said the princess, in a tight voice. “Everyone is so upset. Uncle 
and Grandmother and Auntie have been trying to speak with me, but we wanted to talk 
to you. Auntie said you'd be here. I--we---we hope it is not too much, but we wanted to. We 
had to...” 


“Tam honored,’ said Daji, who was quite sympathetic. Who'd really want any of that drama 
just now? “What would my little lady like to discuss with me?” 


Princess Kou broke into tears and threw herself against Daji’s well-glamored chest. 


“Princess!” cried Daji, quite astonished. For all of the memorials and ceremonies, the little 
girl hadn't cried even once. 


“Tam going to be empress,” sniffled Princess Kou. 


“Not yet,” said Daji, reasonably. “Youre still young. You will have a regent, and the inner 
council, and the armies, and...” 


“I've never been an empress,’ said the Princess. “I will have to tell them all what to do.” 
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“Oh now, sweetness,” said Daji. She couldn't work out just what to do to make the princess 
stop, so she touched her hair the way her own mother had done when she was a mewling 
kit. Sure her own mother had used her tongue, and human hair was much smoother than 
fox fur, but it seemed to work. The little girl stopped sobbing quite so hard. “That doesn’t 
sound so bad. Bossing people around is a very nice part of being an empress.” 


“But honored mother, said the princess, “I don’t know what to do!” 


Daji stared down at the child. She tucked some of the girl’s hair behind her small, round 
ear. 


“ah, Princess,” she said, “there are some candles under my pillows. Will you fetch them for 
me’” 


“What?” 


“There are many skills that help with being empress,’ said Daji, “but I find, when the 
situation is the most impossible, that magic seldom lets me down.” 


By the time the lesson was over, the love letter remained unsent, the Suardsman had given 
up waiting for her, and Daji had missed her boat. Instead, she sent the princess back to 
her rooms and swept the magic peach blossoms out into the courtyard. They dissolved 

as they hit the night air, returning to the place from which Daji had summoned them. The 
next morning, she put on her favorite robe, and met with the royal family in the audience 
chamber. Madam Xi went pale. Prince Xin scowled. Lady Lien raised only a single plucked 
eyebrow, as though none of this was a surprise at all. 


“But of course if it was my husband’s last wish, I will be regent,” said Daji. “Who else but the 
magnificent Daji would be better for the job?” 


BY NICOLE CHARTRAND | 
BASED ON THE FAIRY TALE 
MAIO MALEEN - COLLECTED BY 
THE BROTHERS GRIMM 


WHY ARE YOU 
IN THESE WOODS, 
STRANGERZ 


I'M... LOOKING 
FOR SOMETHING. 


ARE YOU THE 
GUARDIANS OF 
THIS PLACEZ 


WHAT IS IT 
THAT YOU HOPE 
\. TO FIND HEREZ 


THE TRUTH, 
T SUPPOSE YOU 
COULD SAY. 


COME ON, 
THEN. 


JUST KEEP 
UP, STRANGER. 


---YOU GUARD THESE 
WOODS, BUT DO YOU 
KNOW THE STORIES 
ABOUT THEMZ 


DO YOU ALSO KNOW 

THE STORIES ABOUT 

THE WORLD OUTSIDE 
THESE WOODS2Z 


\. 
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a TELL M Saye 
3 Y 


SO WHAT IS ITZ V 
THIS TRUTH YOU 
HOPE TO FIND 


ONCE, JUST OUTSIDE 
THE FOREST'S BORDERS, 
THERE WAS A STRONG, 
PROSPEROUS KINGDOM. 


ITS FLYING FORTRESSES 
WERE THE ENVY OF ALL 
NEIGHBORING LANDS. 


BUT ITS KING WAS A TYRANT 
OF A MAN, WARLIKE, GREEDY 
BENT ON WAGING WAR. 


{ HE TURNED HIS GREED TOWARD 
ah THE NEIGHBORING KINGDOM... 


y 


IN SECRET, THE 
PRINCESS WORKED 
TO AVOID THE 
COMING WAR. 


--- ANOTHER LAND RULED BY 
A PETTY, POWER-HUNGRY 
MAN, ONE WHO WAS ONLY TOO 
HAPPY TO STOKE THE FIRE. 


BUT THE TYRANT-KING'S 
DAUGHTER OPPOSED HIS 
AMBITIONS. 
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UNBEKNOWNST TO HER 
FATHER, SHE REACHED OUT 
TO THE CROWN PRINCE OF 

THE ENEMY KINGDOM. 


LIKE THE PRINCESS, THE 
PRINCE WANTED PEACE 
ABOVE ALL ELSE. TOGETHER, 
THEY NEGOTIATED A PLAN TO 
KEEP THEIR LANDS FROM 
SPIRALING INTO CONFLICT. 


BUT WHEN THE TIME 
CAME FOR THEM TO MEET-- 


SHE NEVER 
\ SHOWED. 


AND BY THEN, IT 
WAS ALREADY 
| MUCH TOO LATE. 


. 


THE PRINCE COULDN'T 
STOP (T ON HIS OWN. 


T... WANTED 
. TO KNOW WHY SHE 
» BETRAYED HIM... 


44 


HER FATHER 
DISCOVERED 
HER PLAN TO 
DISOBEY HIM. 


HE IMPRISONED HER 
AND THE CAPTAIN OF 
HER GUARD IN AN 
EMPTY FORTRESS. 


THEY WERE GIVEN WATER 
AND FOOD TO LAST UNTIL 
THE FIGHTING WAS DONE, 
BUT NO WAY TO ESCAPE 
THE FLYING CASTLE. 


AND THE KING LEFT 
TO WAGE HIS GODS- 
FORSAKEN WAR. 


= ig 


THE PAIR, BEATEN 
AND BLOODY, TRIED 
TO ESCAPE THEIR 
PRISON... 


TOO LONG, IN FACT. | 
THEIR SUPPLIES 
DWINDLED, YET-- 


--STILL, THE KING 
DID NOT RETURN. —& 


THEY BECAME 
DESPERATE 
TO ESCAPE. 


THEN FINALLY, 
AFTER YEARS IN 
THEIR SEALED 
FORTRESS... 


THE PRINCESS AND 
CAPTAIN RETURNED 
TO SOLID GROUND. 


UNSURE OF WHERE ff 
=| THEY WERE, THEY 


a SET OUT TO FIND 
THEIR WAY BACK. 
Pm |/ 
ite, 
BUT EVERYTHING 
J HAD CHANGED. 


AND WHEN THE PRINCESS 
FINALLY RETURNED TO THE 
PLACE SHE CALLED HOME... 


ALL OF IT, THE TWO GREAT 
KINGDOMS, BOTH REDUCED 
TO ASH AND CRATERS. 


NEITHER HER FATHER 
NOR HIS ENEMY WON 
THE WAR IN THE END. 


THE PRINCESS AND 
HER GUARD CROSSED 
THE RUINS, FINDING THE 


WAR'S SURVIVORS... 


THEY BROUGHT THEM 
HERE, TO THIS FOREST, 
THE PLACE THEY PROTECT 
WITH THEIR LIVES. 


SO, IS THIS THE 
TRUTH YOU CAME 
HERE TO FIND, 
STRANGERZ 


---L WANTED 
TO KNOW HOW 
HER STORY 
ENDED, TOO. 


AH, BUT YOU SEE, 
YOUR HIGHNESS- 


\T HASN'T, 
NOT YET. 


THIS IS MY 
KINGDOM. OUR 
NEW HOME. 


_AFTER ALL VW 

THIS TIME, WE fm 
FINALLY GET | 
TO MEET! 4 


THE PRINCESS, 
WHAT WAS 
HER NAMEZ 


NO ONE CALLS ¥% 
ME ‘PRINCESS’ 
ANYMORE. 


WELCOME 
HOME, YOUR 
HIGHNESS. 


FOR EVERYTHING. 
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IM ARE AND THE 
" INUECRACKER 


by em ly ha 
colour assistant eae ith id 


ia Vee 


aa a mm 


> 
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Based on the story 1 by EC ECA Hoffnann 


YOU'RE 
ASSUMING 
I’LL GET ANY 
NEW DOLLS. 


I WONDER 
WHO THE NEW 
DOLLS WILL BE THIS 
CHRISTMAS. 


YOU'RE 


IT’S BEEN HAPPENING TO 
ME SINCE I WAS LITTLE. 


MY TOYS COME TO LIFE. 
AND TALK TO ME. 
ONLY TO ME. 


MERRY CHRISTMAS! 


MERRY CHRISTMAS, 
GODCHILDREN. 


MARIE, 


FRITZ! 


rT’s a 
MOST 


BEAUTIFUL 


PRESENTS. 


HERE IS 
THE FIRST 
OF MY 
GIFTS. 


A PALACE! 
GODFATHER, 
DID YOU 
MAKE THIS? 


NO, CHILD. * 

THEY HAVE 
TO STAY 
THERE, 

THAT'S HOW 
I MADE 


THEM. 


CAN THE 
PEOPLE 
COME OUT? 


I THOUGHT 
NUTCRACKERS 
WERE USUALLY BOYS. 
wy 


a “ 


WHY, SHE’S 
VERY USEFUL. 


NEVER MIND 
THAT. WATCH. 


NO! YOU'LL 
JUST BREAK 
HER! 


MARIE IS 
GETTING 
TOO OLD 
FOR 

DOLLS. } 
THAT’S 
TOO 
BAD. 


THE NUT- 
CRACKER WILL 
PROBABLY BE 
HER LAST ONE. 


BIT EBs 
sree 


. “gre atte ve SPE 


IT’S THE MOUSE 
ARMY, LED BY 
THE MOUSE KING. 


IT DIDN’T 
TAKE HIM 
LONG TO 
FIND ME 
HERE: 


= 
TAKE THIS, HUN. 


WHAT'S 
I WISH L HAPPENING? 
COULD DO 

MORE. 


IS HE DEAD? AS A REWARD, 
LET ME SHOW 
YOU WHERE 
I'M FROM - 


THE A 
KINGDOM OF | 
THE DOLLS. 


; OH, YES 
THANK YOU : PLEASE! | 
FOR HELPING \ , 
ME. 


BUT HOW 
DO WE - 


6 


EVEN THE RIVERS 
AND TREES. 


EVERYTHING 
HERE |S MADE 
OF SWEETS, 


— 


YOU'RE A 


PRINCESS! ALL THE TOYS 


WILL WANT TO 
MEET YOU. 


7 YES, AND YOU 
HELPED ME SAVE 
MY KINGDOM 
FROM THE TYRANT 
MOUSE KING. 4 


Sy 


WELCOME 
HOME, 
PRINCESS. 4 


MARIE, 
, IT’S ALMOST 


CLARA, 
THERE YOU 
MORNING! \ 


" YOUR FATHER WILL BE WAKING UP SOON 
AND WONDERING WHERE YOU ARE. 


WAIT! © I'VE NEVER HAD 
engeliN' A REAL FRIEND BEFORE... 


I’M SURE 


WE'LL SEE 
EACH OTHER CRACKER. 
AGAIN. 


cA MARIE, 
=) I BROUGHT 
MY NIECE 
TO MEET 
YOU. 


Goodluck —_ 


out there. Thank you 
mother. | think cece 


good one. 


Don't kill Don't leave 
too much. Only any scraps or Yes 
take what you can else scavengers wiothen: 
carry home. will follow you for 
more. as 
isn't my 
first hunt. 


Lastly, Mother, she is 
beware The Laughing a myth. | have never 
Queen. Do not give her seen her in all the months 
any food, no matter I've been on the plains. 
how much she begs. Don't worry. 


Yes, | know 
my dear child. 


Sheisa 


parasite, and | don't Just please 
want our only hunter be safe. 
and my daughter to be 
claimed by her. 


—_—— 
, H — —_~ 
Hmmm... This ~< | se 


might be too much 
Ugh, great! 


to carry home. 
(A EA 'mgonnageta 
scolding for this. 


; Could you 
spare some food, 
, please? 


A talking 


| had too 
much to carry anyways, 


-.hUCO Youcan 
Atalefor * keep me 
a meal? | didn't company while 
Thank you know you made - , I tie up this 
for feeding trades. oe. beast. 


me. 1, 
\ \ \ : 
‘ \ / That 
Inreturn | sounds good 


Icantellyou “@& 5 tome! 
a story. 


Once upona time 


Rhea ates But she was proud When villagers would 
huntress. No asin i the arth dn dese joee nigel alors, 
6 ai rare having more than she could times of drought asking 
erengeui Was sate trom her ever need she never shared with if she would share some of her 


bow and machete. 


\ 


dried meat, she would laugh 
loudly in their faces 


the surrounding villages. 


And then 
chase them away from her 
home, cackling as they ran 
from her arrows. 


een al 


Isthiswoman ‘ 
the main character a 
of this story? She 

sounds awful! 


<Q>> 
a 


Hey! 


Where are you 7m 


going?? 


didn't finish t 


the story! 


~ Oh, 
Hello again. 


You're 
looking 


It seems 


healthier. like that zebra leg 
did you some good. 


thank you. 


we a 
oy 7 Itdid, 
lama 


One year, there 
was a devastating 
drought that reached from 
Tanzania all way to Egypt. 
Many died, including those 
who lived in the villages 
near the Huntress. 


I'm glad 
someone is finally 
standing up to 


But the huntress 
survived on her plentiful 
stores of dried meat. 


How 
about another leg 
for some more of 
your story? 


She still had enough 
to help her neighbours 
until the rainy season, but 
as usual she refused, until one 
day a village Elder came to 
entreat with her. 


"You will lack 
in both what you 
value and what you 
donot” 


said they. 


"and your face 
will reflect the 
ugliness in your 
heart." 


She laughed 
in their face like 
she did with all the 
others so the Elder 
cursed her. 


Athree legged 
impala? That must 
have been an easy 

catch. 


| hope 
you're not 
planning on 
feeding us 
carrion. 


I think 
a hyena got 
to it before | 
did. 


NO! 
It's afresh 


kill mother. 


You've been 
feeding the Laughing 
Queen!! 


And so what 
ifl am?? It’s not 
like she asks for much, 
and she gives me company in 
return! It’s a little lonely 
being the only hunter out 
on the plains! 


Foolish girl! 

She doesn't ask 
for much at first but 
she always comes back 
for more. 


That leg 


was worth at least , 
an ending. WO 2 


Ws 


Then 
where is 
leg? 


My dear child 
she will use that 
kind heart of yours 
against you. 


its 


|... traded 
it for a story. 


Part of 
one at least... 


The next 
time she comes 
to you, chase her 
away. 


The only 
thing that beast 
understands is 
greed. 


Look at you! 
You're massive! 


you like to 
M\ hear some 
more of my 


hadmorethan © ve: 
enoughofmyfood 4% y 
you greedy pig E 


| 0g. / ‘ 
Mi I) dog W 


—— V mn 


still be happy Didn't you 
tosharemoreof \ hearme??|don't 
my tale with you, even \ Want your story! ' have any more 
without a meal to give you! 


to trade. \\/ We \/ 
You'll 
| just guilt me for 


more food after 
\ you're done! ij 


The night 
the Elder crused her, 
the Huntress had horrible 
nightmares. 


It was as 
if her body was 
being torn apart, 
ripped inside out, 
and sewn back 
together. 


Don't 
ever come 
near me 
again 


It felt 
like the pain and 
terror went on for 
an eternity. 


She cried out, 
but no one came 
to help her. 


There, are 
you happy That is 
now? the last you 
will ever get 
from me! 


Because 
the next time 
| see you, | will 

shoot you. 


What's done 
is done my child. 


It may not be much, 


but it’s enough to 
share between 
all of us. 


Itis the 


dry season 
after all. 


You did 
well, despite what 
the Laughing Queen 
took from you. 


=. ~ 


YY oOW — \ 


y Shenever 


took anything. 


Ab 


WY Butnever WY 


| Igaveitalltoher J again. The next | 


» willingly. 


time she comes 


her pelt as 
payment. 


1 


©, tome,I'mtaking | 


HELP!! 
SOMEONE 


HELP ME 
PLEASE!! 


I never 
knewa hyena 
could grow as big 
as an elephant. 


It must 
have been 
all that food you 
gave me. 


Does that 
story finally 
have an ending? 


= Do you 
< a want to hear 
_ és therrest of it? 


% 


v 


It was your time 
only a couple listening to my 
of legs. story. 


When the 
Huntress awoke 
she found her hut in 
shambles, her food 
stores all gone. 


She tried to 
stand but collapsed on 
the ground, so she had to 
crawl out of her home 
to find help. 


The rainy season 
had come, but all the 
surrounding villages 


weredeserted. — Wienthe Huntress 


finally stopped at a 
pool to slake her thirst 
she saw what she had 
become reflected back 

at her in the water. 


She was an ugly beast. 


Unloved, alone, and hungry 
— for food and family. 


I think 
| can see your 
village. 


Icanlet Then you We have 
you down can join us lenty of food 
and you can for supper. op family to 
walk the rest share. 
of the way. 


How about 
you take me 
the whole way 
there. 


story & art by Camila Fortuna 
edited by Isabelle Melahcon 
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Hereby i) introduce thee, kis grace, 


Prince Ducien! 
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There! 
There she is! 


nothing Fike a princess. 
You are, quite... 
quite kidcous 


in fact. 


ISI Fea as fos CS lee 


What is wrong 
my keart? 


Mom, ) fell! 
Ny reflection! 
And..am J really 


Rideous mom?! 
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§ not perfect 
Rowever 

i$ very muck 

Beloved. 


i 


my Cove, 


i 
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The Promise 


Sfory by J.M. Frey 
Art by Angelica Maria Lopez 
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wr, early autumn in 1678, Reinnette stepped off the first and last ship she would ever embark 


I upon, and onto the harbor quay in Ville-Marie, Canada. Reinnette was the eight-hundred-and- 
qeuitysecond King’s Daughter to step off that boat. She was also the last. 


She had once been the daughter of a grocer in the inner suburbs of Paris, but disease had been 
swift and merciless when it made itself a Suest in her family home. Reinnette had been an 
orphan for less than a year. 


Reinnette sold what little was left to pay the funeral costs, and with no other respectable 
means to support herself, Reinnette sought out the representatives of the King’s Daughters. 
She was small and rather plain, but pleasingly round and pious, which was more important 
to the recruiters than the shade of her hair or the straightness of her teeth. They were more 
concerned that the young women were of good virtue and faith, and willing to travel to the 
New World to help colonize the King’s Land. 


Reinnette was meant to be a bride in the colonies. This was the fate she had chosen, and the 
uncomfortable and long voyage seemed to be a small sacrifice for a lifetime of security, a 
home, and, God willing, the sweet love of a babe of one’s own. 


Though terrible rumours abounded about life in the colonies, Reinnette was hopeful. The 
men were furriers and trappers, soldiers who wished to carve a name for themselves out of 
the staid pine forests and a meagre plot of uncleared land, politicians and governors, and the 
younger sons who could expect no title, no inheritance, and no position back home. And the 
women were like her. 


The women were brave. 


Reinnette met Jean-Pierre in the market in the spring. Jean-Pierre had become lost in his 
search for the blacksmith. He was little, and plain, and slightly round, just like Reinnette; he was 
also pious, and kind, and good, and that was all Reinnette wished for. 


They were married. It was no great romance, but it was also more of a pleasure than she had 
expected. Reinnette liked being loved very much, for she had been very lonely. Jean-Pierre was 
also a little shy, which made the days pleasant and the nights filled with giggles and whispered 
secrets. 


While the summer burned away, Jean-Pierre spent the daylight clearing trees, plowing land, 
piling rocks from the fields for fences, and encouraging the pigs to sift their masters with 
enough piglets for winter sausage. 


And in their little house, Reinnette made preserves, and cooked, and planted, and baked, and 
brewed. She wove switches into fences and reeds into baskets and wool into blankets. And on 
the days when her back ached from the labour, and her hands cracked from dryness, and her 
heart ached for Paris, she would walk the woods around their little house and sing the lullabies 
that her mother had once sung to her. 


On the longest day of the year, when the sun seemed to hover in the sky for hours and hours 
after dinner, Reinnette collected up the dirty clothes, her expensive soap flakes, a large wooden 
tub, and a small stool. Their homestead was bounded by a creek, which fed a stream, which fed 
a river, which fed the St. Lawrence, and eventually the Atlantic Ocean. It was here, on the edge of 
the sea, that Reinnette did their laundry. 


This was also the day that the wolf came. 


Reinnette was seated on her stool, one foot in the water, the other on the dry round river stones 


for balance. Sweat pooled at the base of her spine, and beaded around her hair, and she was 
glad that she had decided to forgo corsets unless she was in town. Though the sun was setting, 
the forest behind her was still thick with the muggy, damp air of high summer Her hair, though 
she had collected it in a braided crown of blonde-gold, straggled limp against the back of her 
neck. 


Reinnette stooped to wring out one of Jean-Pierre’s shirts, and that was when the creature 
limped out of the woods. Reinnette cried out, dropping her laundry on the shore and standing 
to heft the stool as a weapon, should it lunge. But the wolf did not lunge. 


It stood in the golden twilight, it's ruddy coat glowing copper, and regarded her with eyes as 
dark as ink and clever as any mar’s. And from its ruff stood a cavalier’s arrow, thick around as 
Reinnette’s wrist and the end of the shaft snapped off by what looked like powerful jaws. 
“Shoo, wolf!” Reinnette shouted as she banged her stool against the stone. The sound echoed 
across the creek, but the wolf did not flinch, or flee, or even twitch an ear. “Begone, wolf!” Again 
the wolf did not move. Reinnette drew breath to cry out once more, but then the wolf opened 
its own jaws and barked, harsh and loud. 


Fearful, Reinnette stumbled back into the river, until she was up to her ankles and her soft grey 
dress began soaking up the chill water. 


“Assouette,” the wolf said. “Agsouette. Madam. Please.” 


“You speak!” Reinnette gasped, and dropped her stool. She fell to her knees amidst the 
riverstones and crossed herself “Lord protect me!” 


“Assouette,” the wolf said again. “Do not bid me go a third time, or I shall have to obey” 

“I should bid you!” Reinnette said, but mercy stayed her command. The wolf limped closer. 
Reinnette saw blood matted into its fur over its shoulder, and the way the arrow tugged at the 
ragged edges of its wound. “I am a good Catholic woman. I should bid you gone, demon.” 
“Tam not one of your Catholic demons,’ the wolf demurred, panting in pain. 

Pity stirred in Reinnette then, for the creature seemed to be in a great deal of agony. Carefully, 
she stood and turned her stool upright. She sat it upon the bank and stepped onto the stones 
beside it. 


“Why do you seek me, wolf?” Reinnette asked then. 


“I have heard you singing in these woods,’ the wolf said. “I have watched you wander. You are 
lonely, as lam.” 


“That is no answer!” 
The wolf whined and snapped at the air around the end of the arrow shaft. It could not twist 
its head enough to get purchase on the wood. Screwing up her bravery and her compassion, 


Reinnette sat on the stool and held out her hands. 


“Tam unarmed, wolf? she said. “And Iam no match for your teeth and your claws. But if you 
promise me no harm, then I will help you.” 


“You should not pity me, the wolf said. 


“Of course I shall pity you,’ Reinnette said. “For even the most fearsome of God’s creatures 
deserves pity when they are in torment.” 
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The wolf bowed its head and slunk forward, until it folded itself over her damp feet like an 
obedient dog. Reinnette did not allow herself to be fooled, though. This was no domesticated 
house pet. 


Reinnette parted the creature’s fur with tender hands, and found the wound. It was not deep, 
thankfully, but the head of the arrow was barbed and it would hurt terribly to remove it. “I can 
pull fast and tear your flesh,’ Reinnette told the wolf: “Or I can untangle the barbs slowly. It will 
take longer, and it will hurt more, but it will do less damage.” 


“Tcan stand it” the wolf whined, ears laid flat back. “Work slowly and diligently, AgSouette. Do 
me as little damage as you are able, and I shall thank you for it. But be careful, ASsouette, that 
while you touch my blood you do not cut yourself or otherwise allow my blood to mingle with 
yours.” 


Reinnette bent over the wound, carefully untangling the loops of torn flesh off of the barbs, 
carefully tilting the shaft back and forth. The wolf was as good as its word. It whined, and 
srowled, and snapped at the air, but never turned on Reinnette. 


“What is this word you call me?” Reinnette asked as she worked, trying to take the wolf’s mind 
off the pain. 


“Agsouette? It means woman.” 
“Is this a wolf word?” Reinnette asked. 
“No” 


The wolf shuddered and growled then, for Reinnette was working on a particularly difficult 
snag, 


“Why did they shoot at you, wolf?” 

“I was not a wolf when I was shot at.” 

“What were you?” 

“A woman.” 

Reinnette hesitated then. There was only one barb left in the wolf’s flesh. “A Sood woman?” 


“Iwas a Sood woman, among my people,” the wolf said. Satisfied that the wolf would not lie 

to her while she was helping it, Reinnette returned to her task. “I was a great woman. I was 
good to Mother Earth, and I gave tobacco in thanks, and [smoked the medicine, and I named 
my children well, and | honoured my elders. But when your people came, they told me I was 
godless, and sinful. They told me that my medicine was chicanery and my belief an evil, and 
that the lands upon which my brothers and sisters were born and had died, where we had 
hunted and harvested, where we had loved, and laughed and run and played and fought and 
cried and danced, did not belong to us. They put us in a new place, by the cascades, and told us 
to worship new gods. And who are you? Are you a Sood woman?” 


“Tam an orphan who grew up far away,’ Reinnette said. “They told me there was a new land 
where women were needed, where children were needed, and so I came on the coin of the king 
and a found a good man. We live a Sood life, in a small house, and we love each other as best as 
two strangers are able. It is not the life 1 had wanted, but lam honouring the king and building 
the colony, and one day I will be a mother, and that will be good” 


“Are you a princess?” the wolf asked. 


“No, Reinnette said. “Iam a king’s Daughter, but lam no princess. Tell me how you became a 
wolf” 


The last barb came free, and the wolf groaned in pain and relief Reinnette tore the sleeves from 
the shirt she had been laundering and, with a handful of her precious soap flakes and river 
water, began to bathe the wolf’s wound. 


“I begged the elders who had passed before me, and the spirits of the animal brothers, and my 
sisters of the earth, to spare my family from this imprisonment and dishonour’ the she-wolf 
said. “I offered tobacco and sat in the sweat lodge. | dreamed the vision dreams. And in my 
dreams | was told the way.’ 


“What way?” Reinnette asked, tearing up the remainder of her husband’s shirt to bind the 
wound. 


“The way to escape. To take back the land that is ours, and the freedom to roam. To hunt 
and harvest, to love and laugh and run and play and fight and cry and dance once more. I 
taught my brothers and sisters and we fled. By day we wear our man-skins, and we travel 
the woods. By night, we wear our fur-skins, and we sing the sky in thanks. And we will never 
again go into the churches and worship the gods that are not ours. Brother Okwaho shared 
the gift of his strength, and his quiet paws, and his warm clothes, and his keen eyes, and 

his hunter’s nose with us so we need never starve, never tire, never shiver. From wolves we 
were made men. And back into wolves we have been made.” 


“Loup-garou,” Reinnette said, and crossed herself. 

The werewolf offered her a doggy grin. “If you like” she said. 

“But how can you say you are lonely, she-wolf; with your brothers and sisters with you in the 
woods?” Reinnette asked, as she pet down the wolf's soft pelt, running her fingers through the 


fur to rid it of the dried and flaking blood. 


The wolf whined and snapped at the air again. “I want for love.’ the she-wolf said. “I want for a 
lover” 


“But surely among your people...” Reinette began and then stopped when the wolf licked the 
back of her hand, slowly, deliberately, just once. 


“There is one whom | would have,’ the she-wolf said, “But she is a tame creature and bound to 
another” 


“Oh, Reinette said, and felt all the air escape her lungs. “Oh” 


The she-wolf stood then, and shook gently, testing the snugness of Reinnette’s handiwork. 
“Thank you, King’s Daughter” 


“Youre welcome, she-wolf? Reinnette replied. Then she frowned. “I don’t like the idea of our 
home putting you out of yours at all.” 


“What will you do about it, King’s Daughter?” the she-wolf asked. “Your Kings and your 
Priests do not listen to either of us — The People are voiceless to them, and their own 
women are to be shouted down, shut up, or sent far across the sea to breed oppression like 
rabbits.” 
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“I love Jean-Pierre,” Reinnette defended. “He is Sood, and kind, and pious. But I will ensure that 
our children, and their children, always know that this place was yours first. I have little voice, 
as you Say. But I will use it for you, where I am able.” 


“It is a pact, King’s Daughter” the she-wolf said. Then she stiffened, sniffing the air “Ah, King’s 
Daughter, I smell blood that is not mine” 


Reinnette looked down at her own hands. She had washed away the she-wolf’s blood, but there, 
on the very tip of her finger, was a tiny bead of red, welling from a single pinprick. 


“My blood has touched yours,” Reinnette whispered. 

“Tam sorry, King’s Daughter” the she-wolf whined. “I am sorry.” 

“Do not be,’ Reinette said. “For Ihave helped a creature in need, and sometimes compassion 
comes with sacrifice.” But then a small seed of fear Serminated in her heart. “Though... | am 
scared. What will happen to me, wolf?” 

“You will become like me,” the she-wolf said. 

“I shall wear fur, and sing to the sky, and run on four feet?” Reinnette said, her voice shaking. 
“But only for one hundred and one nights,’ the she-wolf said. “Brother Okwaho has said that 

if we desire to be Men at all times, then we must tell no one what we are, and hide ourselves 
at night. Let no one, not even your husband, touch your blood, King’s Daughter. Attend your 
church diligently, and confess your sins. Do not kiss, or bite, or scratch, or bleed upon another, 
not even your husband, or he will become as you. After one hundred and one nights, if you 
follow these rules, you will be made Woman again, forever” 

“And if.” Reinnette said, gazing into the forest that was already calling to her, making her pulse 
race and her breath come fast and deep. “And if want to stay a wolf? If] want to run? And 
hunt? And belong to no one but myself and the land, and the sky, as you do?” 


“Do you?” the she-wolf asked. 


Reinnette thought of Jean-Pierre then, about how he was small, and rather plain, but pleasingly 


round and pious. About how he was kind. About how he was shy. About how they laughed and 
loved together, and told stories to the stars, and wished for a babe. 


“No, Reinnette said. “I do not. But, a part of me yearns for wildness and moonlight. I wish... I 
wish I could do both. I wish I could have both” 


The she-wolf inched closer. “You could.” 
“But is it not a sin for women to be lovers?” 


“Not among The People.” the wolf said, “And it is not unheard of for men and women to love 
more than one person at once.” 


“Tam tempted, Reinnette said. She crossed herself again. 


“Give me your one hundred and one nights, King’s Daughter. Love me while we wear fur. And 
then decide after that if you wish to remain with me” 


“1...” Reinnette hesitated. “Yes. I agree. Yes.” 


Reinnette crossed herself one last time, sent a prayer up to the Lord God to protect the she-wolf 
and her skin-changing people, collected up her cup of soap, her stool, her washtub, and her 
laundry, and went home. 


For one hundred and one nights, she did not lay with her husband. By day she went into Ville- 
Marie diligently to attend the church, and at night she wore the skin of a wolf. 


Every night the she-wolf ran with her, and sometimes the she-wolf’s pack ran also, and 
sometimes Reinnette ran alone. On those alone nights, she used her keen eyesight and quick 
jaws to catch fish from the creek, and the river, and the St. Lawrence. She left those fish on the 
windowsills of those struggling to feed their babes; for even a curse such as this can be used to 
do God’s good work. 


And when she was tired from running, she and the she-wolf tussled and cuddled, and 
sometimes wore flesh and sometimes wore fur. Surely this too was God’s Work, for it was too 
joyous, and too full of love to be a sin. 


When the final of the one hundred and one nights came, Reinnette was torn. She loved Jean- 
Pierre and she-wolf both, as she loved the sun and the moon. But she could not keep them in 
her sky, not together, not at the same time. 


“I think I must be dutiful” Reinnette told the she-wolf as the last dawn approached. “I love you 
greatly, but I cannot lie to my husband any longer” 


The she-wolf whined and snapped, and licked along Reinnette’s muzzle, but said, “I understand, 
King’s Daughter. I have smoked the medicine and dreamed the vision dreams, and asked for 
help accepting that you must throw off your fur and leave me. Brother Okwaho bids you lay 
with your husband. The Creator tells me that a child waits for you. He will send it to you as 
thanks for your compassion.” 


Then the she-wolf dipped her head once, and was gone, melted into the shadows of the trees. 
Nine months later, she and Jean-Pierre were blessed with a son, whom they named Jean- 
Promesse, to remind Reinnette of the pact that she and the wolves had made. It was only then 
that she told her husband of the she-wolf, and the people of the woods, and her vow. Jean- 
Pierre was stunned, but overjoyed that Reinnette had chosen to return to him, and in quick 
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succession Jean-Promesse was graced with a multitude of siblings. 


Jean-Pierre loved Reinnette fully, and well. Thereafter, the she-wolf was always welcome to 
warm herself at their hearth, partake of their meals, and play with their children in the yard. For 
like his wife, Jean-Pierre was kind, compassionate, and saw no sin in sharing love where it did 
good in the world. 


When Jean-Promesse grew, he married, and upheld Reinnette’s promise to use her voice 
to speak for those who cannot speak for themselves, and so did their children, and their 
children’s children, and down the line, even unto today. 


And Reinnette? After her children were grown and her husband had passed into the Lord’s 
care, she was seen much in the company of a ruddy lupine dog. She stopped going to church. 
Fish appeared on the windowsills of the poor and hungry. And at night, two joyful voices could 
be heard in the forests outside of Ville-Marie, a song of thanks and love raised to the moon. 


Author’s note: The St. Lawrence Iroquoians were a First Nations people who lived from the 14th 
century to about 1580 concentrated along the shores of the St. Lawrence River. They were believed 
to have numbered up to 120,000 people in 25 nations. European settlers pushed St. Lawrence 
Iroquoians out of the Montreal area, to Kahnawake - first to a missionary village south of the 

St. Lawrence river, now the present-day Kahnawake Territory - which eventually destroyed the 
Laurentian Iroquois culture entirely, along with tribal infighting, climate change, and imported 
diseases. Aggouette is the Laurentian Iroquois word for woman. However, because so much of 
this specific dialect has been lost, I had to substitute the neighbouring nation Mohawk’s word for 
wolf: Apologies that my research wasn't able to uncover a more appropriate choice. 


Reinnette is fictional, but the Filles Du Rois were real. Approximately eight hundred young French 
women, all commoners, were actively recruited to immigrate to New France between 1663 and 
1678 as part ofa program sponsored by Louis XIV designed to boost Upper Canada’s population. 
Under this program, the Crown paid for the transportation of the girls. They were also given 
supplies to help them in their new homes, including clothes, stockings, gloves, a bonnet, needles, 
thread, scissors, knives, and two livres in cash. Upon their arrival they also were taught cooking, 
sewing, knitting, and how to make medicines to make them more attractive as wives. A large 
percentage of modern-day North Americans of European decent share DNA with these brave 
eight hundred women, including Hillary Clinton, Angelina Jolie, and Madonna. 


This story references the Haudenosaunee myths of how the Creator made Men from Wolves, the 
early Quebecois tale of the Loup-Garou, and the Scottish Wulver. 
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IQ riven through the dark, dark forest, the royal carriage shone like a solitary torch. Mum 
and her robbers and me watched it rumble over the frozen road from up in our tree-top 
perches—for who looks up to the branches when they ride? Not these noble guardsmen, 
that was certain. They marched with their red noses pointed firmly forwards. 


There was no doubt among us robbers that the carriage, draped in finest filigree, hailed from 
the golden court of the princess and the prince. Now, there was a pair who had more than they 
needed and only ever wasted it! had heard that their wedding lasted a whole week! I might 
have said the princess and prince were fated for each other; but there’s fate, and then there’s 
convenience, and let’s not get the two confused. 


An icy branch snapped. One of the royal footmen glanced up—that was our cue. We swooped 
down, hollering and whooping like harpies from the night, and we popped them right over 
their sharp-brimmed caps. It wasn’t long before they were all tied up nice and snugly at the side 
of the road. Mum flung open the carriage door, and what prize lay inside? Well! 


It was just a lone little girl, the same age as me, her hands curled up in a big fur muff. Wasn't 
that a funny sight? A whole carriage for one girl! | wouldn't have bet on it—but, of course, ’m not 
the gambling type. 


[hopped up over mums shoulder and the girl gave me the most determined look and gathered 
up her muff staunchly as though she wasn’t frightened at all. Right away I knew I liked her—her 
eyes were like a mirror of my own best traits. You see, whatever I want, I take. Determination— 
that’s the robbers’ way of life! Without it, we wouldn’t have anything. 


Talso recognized the look my mum was giving her; it was that sly look anyone gets when they 
feel that sudden wicked urge to pull a puppy’s tail just to hear him yelp. 


“My, youre a plump little acorn,” mum growled. “We'll eat you right up!” 


The girl made a squeak and scooted back, and I laughed at her and my mum’s creaky monster 
voice and then I nipped mum on the ear—she wasn’t the only one who could play at that. Mum 
yelled and slapped a hand over her ear. 


“The girl’s mine, and she will stay with me and play with me to-night!” | declared —for I was very 
young then, and I'd never had a playmate—while the other robbers chuckled. 


“Look at the mama bear dancing with her cubs!” one said; and that was decided. The girl came 
with us. 


We hitched the royal horse to our old chariot, sat the girl in it, and set off back home with a 
jaunty wave back to the tied-up guardsmen. I sat next to the girl and put my arm ‘round her, as 
she looked cold and maybe a bit alone. 


“Are you the princess?” I asked, for that’s the only reason I could imagine an entire carriage for 
one little girl. “You look a bit young for marriage!” 


“Tm not, she answered, very seriously. “My name is Gerda, and ’'m searching for my dear friend 
Kay. He became very strange in the summer one day, and the Snow Queen took him away 

to her palace. I’ve traveled a long way to find him and I think I’ve a long way to go. | asked the 
flowers and the crows, and they said the prince was him. He wasn’t, but they kindly gave me the 
coach, but now I have no coach and no crows, and the flowers have all hidden in the ground for 
the winter!” 


That’s what she said—and then she began to cry. 


“Oh, hush,’ I said. I couldn't speak to crows or flowers myself, but that wasn’t the strangest bit of 
the story to me—she must have come a long way indeed, because there hadn’t been flowers for 
months! 


Gerda wiped her face. “If 1 don’t hush, will the robbers kill me?” 


“No, they shan’t; if youre vexing, I'll kill you myself? I reassured her, and patted her waist. From 
the set of her lips that only seemed to upset her more, but at least she quieted until we reached 
our castle. 


Yes, we lived in a robbers’ castle. Perhaps our castle had been as fancy as the court once, but 
now it was small and the stone was cracked from top to bottom. But rich or poor, our castle was 
sturdy and it was warm, filled with fragrant smoke from the roast cooking over the big kitchen 
fire. Four big dogs suarded the gate and a hundred pigeons roosted in the roof. Every one of the 
birds was mine, raised and trained. 

The robbers unloaded the chariot, hooting and singing about wild men, which put Gerda off 
her mood a bit. She sat close to me while we ate our dinner. Then I took her by the hand and 
walked her ‘round the castle while the men cleaned up. 


Gerda was nervous of the cooking fire, nervous of climbing up in the rafters with my pigeons, 
even nervous in the stable with my dear old reindeer, Be—but I hadn't ever had another girl to 
talk to, so I didn’t mind much. 

Be turned his head away from Gerda, so I took my old dinged-up knife from my belt to remind 
him of his manners. Gerda’s eyes Srew even wider when she saw the knife, as though she’d 
never seen such a thing before. 

“Do you go everywhere with that knife?” she asked, her hand on Be’s neck protectively. 

“Of course! I even sleep with it,” I said proudly. “You never know what might happen, or when!” 
Gerda nodded solemnly. And yet she’d come so far without even a hairpin! 

With my tour concluded, I decided it was time for bed. I made up the furs in the stable next to 
Be, where | usually slept, but this time with room for two. I put one arm ‘round Gerda and one 
hand on my knife, and I felt so snug that I fell asleep immediately. 

Iwoke up to soft crying, and the sound of pigeons cooing back. I didn’t understand a word 

of pigeon, but Gerda was talking to them through her tears—I guess timid things have an 
understanding of each other. 

“What are you all on about?” I demanded. 

“The pigeons saw Kay,’ Gerda sniffled. “They said the Snow Queen passed by them one night in 
a silver sleigh pulled by a silver chicken, and when the pigeons cooed at her she breathed ice 


over their nests, and they were all frozen until you found them,’ 


“Well, lucky for them I found them—and for you, too.” | was too awake to sleep now, so I sat all 
the way up. 


“Do you know where she was going?” Gerda asked me, wiping her eyes again. 


“If she’s the queen of snow, there’s no better place for her to be than up north, in Sapmi. It’s all 
ice and cold there, all the year. Just ask Be; that’s where he’s from.” 
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Gerda turned to Be, and Be grunted, for of course he’d been listening in the entire time, the nosy 
brat. I didn’t speak reindeer, but I knew an affirmation when I heard one. 


Gerda turned back to me, excited. “Yes, he says her summer palace is up north, and everyone 
there knows where it is! Robber girl, Kay must be there! He must!” 


“He must be cold,” I said, but I already knew she must go—I saw the determination in her face. 
There was nothing else to say about it! Quickly and quietly I fetched a cushion for Be’s back, my 
mums big fur gloves for Gerda. Quickly—it would be morning soon—and quietly—robbers don't 
much care for giving things away. 


[helped Gerda up onto Be’s back and gave her my mums big gloves. She hugged his shaggy 
neck while I tied his reins ‘round her waist, so she wouldn’t fall. Gerda began to cry again and I 
shushed her—she cried when she was sad, and now she cried when she was happy, too! 


“You ought to be looking delighted! I don’t like you whimpering, and the others might hear” I 
walked her outside. Our big dogs were sleeping at their posts, though ears twitched and settled 
again when the hounds heard my voice. 


Gerda reached out and clasped my hands in hers, with mums fur gloves up to her elbows— 
now, that was a sight to see. | was sure she’d never be cold again—and the best was, she was 
smiling down at me through her tears. 


“Thank you,’ she said; the most precious words I'd ever heard. 


I slapped Be’s haunch. “Now run!” [cried after them. “But Be, you take great care with my little 
Gerda!” 


Be ran and ran, and he ran out of sight into the dark woods while the wolves howled in the 
night and the owls screamed and the red lights of the aurora quivered in the sky. But I had no 
worry in my heart; Gerda had Be, and she had her brave determination. I knew whatever she 
wanted, she would find it—and she didn’t want for much. 


Was that the last I saw of my little Gerda? Ha! Not long after that, I Sot it into my head that if 
even a sweet small birdling who cried from joy could have a great adventure in the bitter north, 
why shan't I? 


So I took the carriage’s golden horse, put a crimson cap on my head, and rode away myself with 
two pistols and my old knife at my side. The first place I passed by was the court of the princess 
and prince, and there I met a crow with a bit of black wool ‘round her leg, 


“Have you seen Gerda?” | teased it, thinking of Gerda’s old story about speaking to a crow —well, 
the crow cawed once and Gerda came dashing, with a little boy in tow. He must have been Kay, 
but he wasn’t much to look at. 


“Well!” I said to Kay. “Did you deserve to have someone running halfway ‘round the world to find 
you?” 


He blushed, and Gerda laughed, as clear and sure as dappled sunlight. Their story had come to 
its happy end, but mine had just begun—so I wished them well and rode off into the wide, wide 


world to find it. 


Snip, snap, snurre! And that’s the round of cards to me! 


o 
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_ THE GLASS KNIGHT 


BY LIN AND CAPP 


we 


ONCE UPON A TIME, IN A FIELD OF CORAL-COLOURED LILIES, THERE 
LIVED A WITCH WHO WAS KIND, ROMANTIC, AND TERRIBLY LONELY. 


i TO KEEP HERSELF FROM SORROW, THE WITCH UNDERTOOK 
TO SPIN A COMPANION FROM THE FINEST VENETIAN GLASS. 


ji, 3) 


j 


——— eee 


SHE GRANTED HER EYES OF THE BRIGHTEST BOTTLE 


SHEEN, SKIN AS CLEAR AS CHAMPAGNE FLUTES, AND 
HANDS AS SOFTLY WEATHERED AS BEACH GLASS. | INSIDE HER MOLTEN BREAST, SHE 
PLACED A SINGLE LILY FROM THE FIELD. 


— 
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THE GLASS GIRL AND THE WITCH OF THE LILY-FIELD BECAME GREAT FRIENDS, TENDING TO THE FIELD TOGETHER. 


YOU MUST LET ME 
DO THE HARD WORK. 


ONLY KEEP 
ME COMPANY, 


MY LADY, I 
COULD WISH FOR 
NOTHING MORE. 


YOU WILL BE p YOUR HANDS 
SCRATCHED! ‘ s = WILL_ BREAK! 


YOU WILL 
FREEZE! 
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-FIELD WAS FAR TOO SMALL A WORLD. 


BUT SOON 
THE LILY 


I WISH FOR 
SOMETHING 
MORE. 
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OH, I WISH 
BE CAREFUL! YOU WOULD LET ME I MADE 
DON'T RUSH HEADLONG f COME WITH YOU! YOU OF SUCH 
INTO DANGER! DELICATE GLASS, YOU 
: ARE LIABLE TO BREAK 
AND SHATTER. 


j DO NOT CRY, 
YOUR SORROW WILL 
BRING THE RAINS. 


HAVE FAITH. 
I SHALL RETURN TO 
YOU ONCE I HAVE 
PROVEN MYSELF 
A KNIGHT. 
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THUS THE GLASS KNIGHT TOOK TO THE ROAD, A PERPETUAL WANDERER DOING GOOD. E 


pera ASTON 


T HAVE COME 
P FOR THE RING ON 
YOUR THUMB, 


ia G8 
ial fess OF GLASS? 


THAT RING Sue 
YOU STOLE FROM 7 \ i HOW CURIOUS— 


A POOR VILLAGE 
GIRL! og 


; SHALL WE 
DUEL, MY LADY, 
FOR THE RING? 


—_} 


YOU NEVER 
SAID YOU HAD 


Sam AWITCHFORA | 
= SECOND! 


-_———~ 


HAVE YOU BEEN 

/ FOLLOWING ME ALL THs \\ { YOUNE WANTED 

| TIME, FIXING MY CHANCES ) \, toh 
AT EVERY DANGEROUS = / 9 Ne 
TURN? / 


WL 


\ 


ALL MY LIFE, 


= ~ 
—_——— /~ BUT You MUST. \ 
{ LET MEFACE 
SOME TRIALS ONL 
MY OWN! 


I'M SORRY. 
1 WOULDN'T 
HAVE ACTED IF 
1 THOUGHT — 
I MIGHT 
- HAVE MANAGED 
MYSELF? 
NO, OF 
COURSE NOT. 
GO, NOW. LEAVE ME, 


AND FOLLOW ME 
NO MORE! 
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WERE YOU SO 
SAD WITHOUT ME 
THAT YOU BROUGHT 
THE STORM BY 
ACCIDENT? 


r ALL THIS 
WELLED FROM THE \ 
REGRET AND SHAME 


I FELT— I SHOULD 
HAVE TRUSTED MY OWN 
YOU. FEAR OVERTOOK MY \ 
JUDGEMENT AND I AM 
| SORRY. OF COURSE YOU 
ARE A KNIGHT— 


AND 
ONE WITHOUT 
COMPARE. 


MY BRAVE 
KNIGHT, 


AND SO THE GLASS KNIGHT MADE THE FIRST OF MANY MARKS UPON THIS WORLD, 
THIS FIRST ADVENTURE OF HUNDREDS, A TESTAMENT TO THE DREAMER'S CREED: 


JASMINE WALLS 


CAN YOU SEE 
WHAT POISONED 
OUR WATERS, 
GRANDMOTHER? 


THE FOOLS FOUGHT A 
BATTLE AND LEFT SOME 
FOUL MAGIC IN THE SPRINGS 
WITHOUT A CARE FOR 
THE CONSEQUENCES. 


TYPICAL. CAN WE 
PURIFY IT? 


THERE IS ONE SPELL 
POWERFUL ENOUGH, BUT IT 
REQUIRES A RARE AND 
DANGEROUS INGREDIENT. 


DRAGON 
SCALES. 


“IT WOULD BE MORE 
DANGEROUS TO STAY.” 


BAH! 
ADVENTURERS, 
AS USUAL. 


THE ONLY DRAGON 
NEAR HERE |S IN THE 
JAGGED PEAK MOUNTAINS. 


I WILL GO AND 
GET THE SCALES 


ITISA 
DANGEROUS 
JOURNEY. 


XQ Ie 
e VA Pe Kee 
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THE ENTRANCE TO THE 
DRAGON'S CAVE IS ON 
THE OTHER SIDE, 


WW, 


BX 


> 


BUT IT LOOKS LIKE I'VE 
FOUND ANOTHER WAY IN. 


\Dilee 


163 


| REALLY HOPE THERE'S A 
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OH! 


ARE YOU HERE 


TO RESCUE ME? 
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UH... WELL, NO. 
BUT YOU WOULD 


BE REWARDED WITH 
MY HAND IN MARRIAGE 
ANDO RULE OVER MY 
KINGDOM. 


WHY NOT dUST RULE 
IT YOURSELF? 


I'VE GOT SOME ¢ I HAVE MY 
ROPE IF YOU WANT wae REASONS. wh 
TO CLIMB DOWN AND Re 
( Cv 


ESCAPE THOUGH. 
7 ; é =* 


— 


| WELL IF YOU'RE NOT HERE TO 
RESCUE ME, SURELY YOU CAME TO 
STEAL ALL THIS TREASURE. 


ARE ALL HUMANS 
THIS STRANGE? 


WHY DON‘T 
You 00 IT? 


REALLY? 


You'RE SURE? 


TAKE ALL 
THIS TREASURE 
BACK TO YOUR 

KINGDOM. 


THAT'S JUST NOT 
HOW IT'S DONE! FINE, IF YOU'RE NOT HERE TO SAVE 
A PRINCESS OR STEAL TREASURE, 
THEN WHY ARE YOU HERE? 


FOR THE 
DRAGON. 


HENCE THE WHOLE 
JOURNEY TO THE 
DRAGON'S LAIR. 
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OF COURSE! 


J 


TO BRING 
FAME AND 
GLORY UPON 


YOUR NAME! 


YOU'RE HERE 
TO SLAY THE 


YOU'RE KIDDING ME. 
WHY ELSE WOULD 
YOU GO DIVING INTO 
A DRAGON'S LAIR 
WITH YOUR WEAPON 
DRAWN? 


IN CASE THE 
DRAGON WANTED 
TO EAT ME! 

T WAS ACTUALLY 
GOING TO OFFER MY 
BEST WEAPONS IN 
RETUN FOR SOME 
SCALES. 
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MY PEOPLE ARE FALLING ILL. 
WE NEED THE SCALES FOR A SPELL 
SO WE CAN PURIFY THE WATER 
THAT'S BEEN POISONED. 


NO MONEY, 
POWER, OR FAME 
INVOLWED? 


T CAN EARN THOSE FINE 
BY MYSELF, BUT I CANNOT 


SAVE MY VILLAGE ALONE. 


ORCS ALWAYS WERE 
MORE HONORABLE 
THAN HUMANS. 
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{ HAVE BEEN FREED 
FROM THAT TINY FLESH 
PRISON! 
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DECADES AGO, 
{ WAS CURSED INTO A 
HUMAN FORM 


TRAPPED FOREVER 
UNLESS AN UNSELFISH 
STRANGER CAME 
TO SEE ME. 


IN RETURN 
FOR FREEING 
ME, | SHALL GIVE 
YOU THE SCALES 
YOU REQUIRE. 


BUT THEY ALL WANTED 
FAME, RICHES, GLORY. 
UNTIL YOU. 


THANK YOU. 
I HOPE T MAKE IT BACK IN 
TIME TO HELP MY PEOPLE. 


| MAY HAVE THE 
SOLUTION TO THAT 
IF | CAN JUST-- 


THIS ONLY HAS 
ONE USE LEFT, 


BUT ALL YOU 
HAVE TO DO IS CLOSE 
YOUR EYES... 


AND THINK OF 
YOUR VILLAGE. 


val 


DID YOU GET 


‘ ! 
SHE'S BACK! THE SCALES? 


URZUL HAS 
RETURNED! 


I DID, IT HOPE 
THEY'RE ENOUGH. 


THANK GOODNESS, 
ANO JUST IN TIME! YOU 
CAN TELL ME THE WHOLE 
STORY ONCE THE SPELL IS 
\ COMPLETED. 


wm 4 


IT 1S QUITE THE TALE. 


ANITA 
THE SCHOLAR, 
yes? 


LOOKS LiKe THAT 
LITTLE BIRD I ATE DID 
GIVE ME THE RIGHT 
DIRECTIONS. 


IF ONLY You 
HAD PUBLISHED 
YOUR DISCOVERY... 
WELL, IT WOULD 
MAKE MY LIFE SO 
MUCH EASIER. YOU MUST KNOW 
THAT'S WHY I've GONE 
SO FAR OUT OF MY WAY 
TO PAY You A VISIT. 


O VARAXES, ! 


QUEEN OF THE 
SOUTHERN LANDS, 
I AM SURPRISED BY 

YOUR... ARRIVAL. 


HOW DELIGHTFUL. 
T'LL ANSWER. 


TULL 


THE MAGIC You 
SEEK IS PRECIOUS, 

4 SO I MUST ASK 
_ YOUR INTENTIONS. 


AH, WHAT 


A SHAME. 
T'O Like To 


€XPAND MY... 
INFLUENCE, 
IF YOU WILL. 


I 00 NOT 
HELP WOULD-BE 
CONQUERORS. 


I WILL NOT SIMPLY 
HAND YOU THE POWER 
TO SPEAK MAGIC, VARAXES, 
NOR WILL | LET YOU 
EAT ME, 


IF YOU SHOW ME 
THAT YOUR MASTERY 
OF WORDS IS ENOUGH 
TO USE IT PROPERLY, 
HOWEVER... 


T'LL HAVE VICTORY, 


A TASTY MEAL 
To BOOT. 


HOW ARROGANT You Are! 
INDULGING IN YOUR VANITY 
WHEN YOU DO NAUGHT BUT CHAR 
THE FIELDS OF HUMANITY. 


O VARAXES THE GREAT! 
YOU THINK TO CELEBRATE 
THE HATE THAT YOU CREATE? 


THIS RUTHLESSNESS 
YOU MUST ABATE, 
FOR AT THIS RATE 

YOU WILL FIND YOUR- 
SELF IN QUITE THE 

CHECKMATE, 


SO STOP 
SUBJUGATING 
AND DEVASTATING- 
INSTEAD, START 
CULTIVATING. 


YOU ARE NOT WORTHY 
OF THE POWER YOU SEEK, 
TWILL NOT TURN MY CHEEK 
TO LET YOU HARM THE WEAK 
EACH TIME YOU SPEAK. 


IF HAVOC You 
CONTINUE TO WREAK 
I HAVE NO CHOICE BUT 
TO MAKE YOU SQUEAK, 


BAH! AND YOU THINK 
YOU've ALREADY WON? 


T'LL SHOW YOU HOW 
IT'S REALLY DONE, 


YOU SEEM AWFULLY 
SURE YOU HAVE NOTHING 
TO FEAR IN ME. 


CAN'T WAIT FOR YOU TO 
LEARN THAT YOU SHOULD BE 
REVERING Me! 


YOU ARE A MOUSE, 
FEEBLE AND STUPID, 
TO WIELD THE MAGIC YOU 
HAVE, YOU'RE TOO MEEK 
AND ILL-SUITED. 


ENOUGH TAUNTS, 
YOU INSOLENT 
WORM! 


YOUR TIME 
IS UP! 
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I HAVE Never 
SHARED MY MAGIC 
WITH ANYONE. DO 
YOU KNOW WHY? 


IT's BECAUSE 
WORDS ARE MORE 
POWERFUL THAN MOST 
PEOPLE GRASP. 


JUST AS THEY CAN @ 
INSPIRE AND UPLIFT, 


a = B= THEY ALSO CAN ABUSE 
a 


AND DESTROY. 
i | 
ey S| 


THIS MAGIC WOULD CAUSE IMMEASURABLE 
SUFFERING IN THE HANOS OF SOMEONE 
WITHOUT THE RESPONSIBILITY, 
SENSITIVITY, AND KINDNESS 

NECESSARY TO WIELD IT— 


SOMEONE 
LIKE You. 


UNFREEZE, 
ME. NOW, 


& YOU CALLED Me A \ 
y =MOUSE — SOMETHING 
YOU CONSIDER LESSER 
THAN You. 


\\ \% 


\ SOMETHING 
YOU THINK You A MOUSE IS 
HAVE THE RIGHT EXACTLY WHAT YOU 


TO OFPRESS. WILL BE, VARAXES. 
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THINK IMADE ‘2 N/A 
THIS CHOICE (2 SRL 
LIGHTLY. 


1 DID WHAT 
WAS NECESSARY 
TO PROTECT THE 

LAND AND ITS 


INHABITANTS. 7 
\ \ a  / 
THERE ARE 
ERE A USUALLY 


EDIBLE SEEDS / GIVE THESE TO THE 
\ IN THAT BAG, 
4 BIRDS, BUT I THINK 
\\ \ . . YOU COULD USE ‘ ; 
\ 


WHAT MAKES TAKE THE 
YOU THINK I WANT SEEDS OR 
YOUR PITY? DON'T. 
EITHER WAY, 


KNOW THAT I FORBID 
YOU FROM RETURN- 


we ING HERE. 


COME BACK. 
\ 


-Q— IF YOU'LL 
EXCUSE ME, I 
HAVE PLANTS 

TO RE-POT. 


YOUR FATE IS 
IN YOUR HANDS, 
VARAXES. 


IT ALWAYS 
HAS BEEN. 


BuT BEFORE 
WE PART WAYS, A 
PIECE OF ADVICE: 


THERE ARE MANY WHO 
WOULD DEVOUR YOU WITH- 
OUT A SECOND THOUGHT. 


\ 
THOSE YOU LOOKED 7 : 


\| MS Upon with Contemer = 
Ne ARE NOW YOUR PEERS. 


YOUR WORDS ARE 
ALL YOU HAVE NOW. 
USE THEM WELL. 


.\s 


Ws 


YOU'RE JUST 
LEAVING?! 


TAKE THIS AS AN OPPORTUNITY To 
LEARN KINDNESS, VARAXES, ANO YOU 
WILL SURVIVE ALONGSIDE THEM. 


i 


Song Without End 


By Rennie Kingsley 
/ 
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Jewels 
beyond 
counting, 


Acastle 
built for 
you alone, 


You can’t 
hold on 
forever. 


Idon’t 
have to. 


I just have 
to hold on 
until sunrise. 


Jennet. Don't talk, 
I'm here 
I've got 

you now. 


It’s over 


It's over. 


Samhain 
has ended, 


the gates 
are closed. Caterhaugh 
is yours 


Tam Lin 
is yours. 


It took 
everything I had, 
everything I am, 

and still. 


Why would 
you doall 
of this? 


Icannot 
even return 
to fairyland 

now 


You've 
beaten me. 


Jealousy 


Why should 
Ibe jealous? 


Human 
Jennet. 


Beloved 
Jennet. 


Jennet, 
who faced the wild 
hunt and pulled 
Tam Lin, 


the bonniest knight 
fairyland has ever seen 
from the back of 
their white horse. 


Jennet, 
who would 
defy hell itself. 


\ You're only 
everything I've 
ever wanted, 
everything I 
can never be. 


\ 


Primrose 


They'll sing 
songs of you 
for years 
to come. 


What amI 
next to that? 


Jub Just like you Just like Tam 
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give mea hand 
Tam’'s heavier 
than you'd think 


We'll figure 
it out 


For now, let’s 
see if you left 
any of our castle's 
beds intact 


Ah, well, 
there’s some 
lovely moss 

at least 
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little, I used to 


pick all the 
prettiest flowers 
from the garden 
and bring them 

to my room. 


aK 


SaaS 
Ms: 
‘Set: 


So instead of 
blooming for the 
entire castle to See, 


they would die ofter a 


x 
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(But in those few days, 
they were mine alone) 


kept butterflies in cages 
a NI | aa 
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ven when wé first met, she already 


wanted to be more than just a knight. 


5 


| 
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Her mind was full of dreams 
of a life of possibility. 


1) ul 
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(And, she was 
very beautiful.) 
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oe They steal the good 
a am lacinoted from the world to keep 


by dragons. for themselves. 
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(I think I grew up to be one) 
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MATTHEWS 


BY NICHOLE & KELLY 


ONCE UPON A TIME, | 7 


THERE LIVED A KING, A . y 
QUEEN, AND THEIR SIX 
BEAUTIFUL DAUGHTERS. 


<i aoe 
5 


Dé : . fe r, 

— -_ ONE DAY, FIVE STRAPPING 

~ ——_ ae _ YOUNG PRINCES CAME AND FELL 
—— . 2 IN LOVE WITH THE ELDEST FIVE. 


a IT WAS DECIDED THEY SHOULD WED 
_m AT THE PRINCES' HOME, AND SO 
: =2 THEY ALL LEFT TO GO THERE. 


<—F , Se 

ALONG THE WAY, 

mm THE YOUNGEST PRINCESS 
WANDERED OFF AND 

FOUND A WOLF CAUGHT / 


IN A HUNTER'S TRAP. 
y 


Fe 


: 


ONLY IF 
YOU DO NOT 
EAT ME ONCE 
| HAVE. 


THE WOLF AGREED, 
AND SHE GAVE HIM 
SOME FOOD TO EAT 

TO GIVE HIM BACK 
HIS STRENGTH. 


FOR THIS 
BOON, MY LADY, 
| WILL DO YOU 
ONE IN TURN. 


| | TAKE CARE, 
PRINCESS! 
' 

FOR WHILE 
YOU HAVE A GOOD 
7 HEART IN YOUR BODY, 
AHEAD LIES A GIANT 
WITH NONE IN HIS. 4 


“ - 4 > 3 


= 
THE PRINCESS WENT 
TO HER FAMILY AND [i 
TOLD THEM OF THE Tm 
WOLF'S WARNING. §&f 


sity 
THING! 


LAUGHED 
HER MOTHER. 


SHOULDN'T 
SPIN SUCH 
TALES! 
Now, IT'S 
GETTING LATE. 


AND SO 
B THE PRINCESS 


4 1%, REMOVE 


\ THIS! | BEG 


THE NEXT DAY, 
THE PRINCESS 
WANDERED FROM 2 
THE PATH AGAIN... 
AND FOUND A 
RAVEN WITH AN 
ARROW THROUGH 
ITS WING. 


i OF YOu! 


ONLY IF YOU 


DO NOT SCRATCH 
ME ONCE I'VE 
DONE SO. 


FOR THIS 
BOON, MY LADY, 
| WILL DO YOU 
ONE IN TURN. 


FOR WHILE 
THE RAVEN YOU HAVE A GOOD 
AGREED, AND SHE HEART IN YOUR BODY, 
USED THE RIBBON AHEAD LIES AGIANT & 


IN HER HAIR TO WITH NONE IN HIS! 
DRESS ITS WING. 


THE PRINCESS 


RETURNED TO HER 
FAMILY, AND TOLD 
THEM OF THE RAVEN'S 

WARNING. 
PRECIOUS 
CHILD! 


LAUGHED 
HER FATHER. 


WHAT 
AMUSING 
THINGS 
YOU SAY. 
Now IT'S 
GETTING LATE. 
GO TO SLEEP, 
MY DARLING. 


THE PRINCESS 
WANDERED OFF 
AGAIN, AND FOUND 
A FISH JUST OUT 
OF REACH OF 
THE WATER. 


on 


THE FISH 
AGREED, AND SHE 
HELD IT IN HER 


HANDS UNTIL IT WAS 
STRONG ENOUGH 
TO SWIM AWAY. 


FOR THIS 


I WILL DO YOU 
ONE IN TURN. 


BOON, MY LADY, 


AND $0 


THE PRINCESS 
SLEPT. 


THE NEXT DAY 
THEY STOPPED AT 
A BRIDGE WHEN THE 
HORSES WOULD 
GO NO FURTHER. 


ONLY IF YOU 
DO NOT SPLASH 
ME ONCE I'VE 
DONE SO. 


HELP ME! 
| BEG OF 
you! 


BUT AS THE 
PRINCESS TURNED 
TO GO, THE FISH 
CRIED OUT: 


TAKE CARE, 
PRINCESS! 


FOR WHILE 
YOU HAVE A GOOD 
HEART IN YOUR BODY, 
THE GIANT ABOVE YOU 
HAS NONE IN HIS! 


DOSY BY - “ 
not) “ae NS 


Vas 


THE ONLY WAY 


TO BREAK THE CURSE © 


IS TO FIND THE GIANTS 
HEART! WITH IT, YOU WILL 
HOLD THE GIANTS LIFE 
IN YOUR HANDS, AND HE 
WILL BE COMPELLED 
TO OBEY YoU! 


FOLLOW THE 
TREES AND YOU 
WILL FIND THE 
BEAST! 


WHERE ARE 
YOU GOING, 
PRINCESS? 


| WARNED YOU 
BEFORE THERE IS 
DANGER AHEAD! 


THE WOLF BADE 
THE PRINCESS TO GET 
ON HIS BACK AND THEY 
RACED THROUGH THE 
WOODS TO THE HOME 


OF THE GIANT. 
~* 


MY FAMILY HAS 
BEEN TURNED TO 
STONE! | MUST FIND 
THE GIANTS HEART 
AND FORCE HIM TO 
TURN THEM BACK. 


IF THAT IS 
WHAT YOU MUST 
Do, | WILL HELP 

YOU AND FULFILL 
MY FAVOR. 


TERRIFIED BUT 
DETERMINED, 

THE PRINCESS 

BEGINS TO RUN. 


WHEN THEY REACHED 
THE GIANTS HOME, 
THEY WAITED UNDER 
THE MASSIVE WINDOW. 


WHO DARES 
STAND UNDER 
at, ‘ae = MY GARDEN 
BUT WHEN HE SAW THE as Bi % See ae? aie k WINDOW?! 
FLOWER BED SHIVERING, a P 
THE GIANT DEMANDED: 


GREAT AND 
TERRIBLE GIANT 
IT IS ONLY |, 
THE WOLF! 


\ 


om 


| HEARD THERE 
WAS A GIANT WITH NO 
HEART IN HIS BODY, 


BUT | WONDER WHERE a\7 i I'VE HIDDEN IT 
SUCH A MASSIVE THING : UNDER MY GARDEN 
COULD BE HIDDEN? 4 WHERE / CAN 
ALWAYS SEE IT. 


THE WOLF 
COMFORTED THE 
PRINCESS AS MUCH 
AS HE WAS ABLE, 
. y AND ASKED ABOUT 
THAT NIGHT d THE GIANTS HEART. 
THE WOLF DUG | 
ALL AROUND 
THE HOUSE. 


WHAT 
WILL YOU DO 
ONCE YOU'VE 
FOUND IT? 


| DON'T 


KNOW YET. 
BUT THE 


GIANTS HEART 


WASN'T THERE. ; \ ate 
; 4 \ SIGHED. 
ee ; \f) 
ae py) | 


THE NEXT DAY, 
THE RAVEN FOUND THE 
PRINCESS CLIMBING A 

TREE IN THE GIANTS 
GARDEN. 


GREAT AND Meese A - 
TERRIBLE GIANT, : z at 
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THE PRINCESS AND 
HER FAMILY CONTINUED ON, 
wen AND THE SISTERS HAPPILY 
WEDDED THEIR PRINCES. 


ON HER WAY TO VISIT 
HER SISTERS, OR TO RETURN ae 
TO SEE HER FATHER AND MOTHER, 
THE PRINCESS ALWAYS STOPPED 
BY THE GIANT'S HOME. 


SHE AND THE WOLF 
AND THE RAVEN AND THE 
FISH WOULD SETTLE DOWN 
FOR THE DAY, IN PEACE. 
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© The Rose 
b ° The lily has a smooth stalk, 
| Will never hust your hands 
- But the rose upon her brier 7 
) 4 ‘ Is lady of the land. ‘ 
, ad 
- , Bibiiierc's sweetness in an apple tree, 
® And profit in the corn; 
But lady of all beauty 
ad Is a rose upon a thorn. ~~ 


When with moss and honey 
She tips her bending brier, 

And half unfolds her glowing heart, 
@ She sets the world on fire. 


-Christina Rossetti (1830-1894) 
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IN A LITTLE HOUSE IN THE FOREST 
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THE PLAN WORKED 
PERFECTLY! 


QUIET WAS 
NOT_BY 
_HER SIDE. 


EVERYBODY 
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vew~he heels of her boots tapped against the stone path as she walked to the front door of 
the manor. The estate was large. Li-Mei would have wagered it was probably twice the 
a size of two farms back home. 
fo) 


“Even the rich can fall to curses,” she muttered under her breath as she pulled the string to 
ring the bell. 


Brisk footsteps were heard from within and a butler in a trim blue suit opened the door. 
“yes?” he asked. 


“Doctor Long,” Li-Mei stated as she held out her business card. “I believe your Lord is 
expecting me.” 


The butler arched an eyebrow as he fingered the card with his white gloved hand. “I 
thought Doctor Long was a man.” 


“That would be my father” Li-Mei explained, “and he’s currently dealing with an emergency 
so he sent me in his stead.” 


The butler’s eyebrow didn’t move. “You seem quite young, and my Lord has a very 
powerful curse cast upon him. Are you certain you are qualified enough, young lady?” 


Li-Mei sighed as she narrowed her eyes. “I am fully aware it is a powerful curse and 1am 
more than qualified. Otherwise my father wouldn't have suggested I come.” She picked 
up her bag. “However, if you don’t believe me, I have other clients badly in need of a spell 
doctor” 


“Wait!” the butler cried and bowed. “Please, forgive my rudeness Doctor, but it has been an 
exhausting couple of months for us and my Lord.” He gave a wince. “Well, you'll understand 


once you see him.” He stepped aside. “Please, do come in.” 


Li-Mei gave a slight smirk as she entered, swiftly following the butler down a corridor. They 
briskly trekked up a flight of stairs and Li-Mei barely had time to glance around. 


The butler sharply turned right at the top of the stairs and halted in front of a large door. 
He didn’t move until Li-Mei caught up to him and then proceeded to knock. 


“My Lord, the spell doctor is here,” he announced. 


The door opened with a creak. Li-Mei could only catch the glimpse of an eye. It looked at 
the butler and then gave pause as it spied Li-Mei. 


“Thank you, Mister Stone - wait, you're a woman?” he asked. 
Li-Mei sighed. “As I’ve already explained to your butler, my father sent me to take care of 
your curse.” She placed a hand on her hip. “If you have an issue with this I'll gladly take my 


leave.” 


“What? Oh, no, 1 didn’t mean-” the man stumbled. “I just... don’t want my appearance to 
frighten you.” 


Li-Mei gave a laugh, which caused Mister Stone to glare disapprovingly. 


“If youre thinking I’m going to faint like some helpless maiden, you can look elsewhere,” Li- 
Mei replied. “We spell doctors are used to seeing many strange cases.” 


The eye narrowed and then a clearing of a throat was heard. “Very well, please come in” 


Footsteps were heard stepping back and Mister Stone opened the door. “May I please 
present Lord Harold Hummingway III” 


At first, Li-Mei thought a mound of fur wearing long robes had shifted from the chair 
behind the desk, but the blinking pair of eyes proved her wrong. He had horns that 
seemed to twist and spiral upwards, and was immensely large. It seemed to be a miracle 
the poor soul could even fit into the small chair. The robes were probably the only clothing 
that were able to fit him currently. The small delicate hands and claws the Lord had didn’t 
match his massive body at all. Neither did the small hoofed feet Li-Mei saw peeking out 
from under the robe. 


“My goodness,’ Li-Mei said as she sucked the air between her teeth, “that is a nasty curse 
isn’t it?” 


Lord Harold sighed as he rose from his desk. “It’s also very annoying,” he said as he tapped 
one of his horns. “I’ve lost count of how many times I’ve gotten caught in doorways.” 


Li-Mei brought her bag to the desk and removed her coat. “Ill begin the examination, but 
do you mind telling me who exactly you were cursed by?” She tightened the bun in her 
black hair to ensure it would not fall out while she worked. “Was it a witch or warlock?” 


“Neither. Fairy,” Lord Harold said, darkly. 

Li-Mei cursed as she brought out her equipment. “That’s even worse.” 

Fairies were known for their short tempers, and often the angrier the fairy the worse the 
curse was. “Fairies are why my father couldn’t come himself? Li-Mei explained. “He got 
called in for an emergency because a royal couple offended a fairy and she cursed their 
infant daughter” 

“How is her curse worse than my Lord’s state?” Mister Stone. 

“She'll fall into an eternal sleep if she pricks her finger when she turns 16,” Li-Mei said dryly, 
bringing out a long syringe. “May I have your arm, Lord Harold, [need to extract some 
blood to test your magic level.” 

Lord Harold’s furry ears twitched at the syringe. He gave a nervous frown, but he complied 
and rolled up his sleeve. “You may drop the ‘Lord’ by the way. I don’t like being formal 


unless I have to be.” 


“Very well Harold,” she replied, as she prepped his arm, “and in return you can just call me 
Li-Mei.” 


“Li-Mei?” Harold asked. “That’s a different name.” 


“Maybe in this country,’ Li-Mei said as she dug through her bag, “but it’s common in my 
father’s homeland in the East. It means ‘pretty rose” 


Li-Mei had never been there herself since her father moved to this country and married her 
mother. However, her father named her so she would at least feel a personal connection to 


their heritage. 


“Now, hold still” she said as she brought out the needle. “This will sting for only a moment.” 
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Harold gave a wince as she drew out the blood, but remained silent. Li-Mei swiftly 
bandaged the arm and then filled a petri dish with some droplets of the blood. 


Li-Mei brought out her magiscope, a tool unique to spell doctors alone. It was a narrow 
glass tube with an iron ball inside and numbers marked on the side of the tip. The tip was 
a silver needle, which Li-Mei promptly dipped into the blood. She muttered the words and 
watched as the tube glowed and the ball moved to the top of the tube. 


“The magic content is very high in your blood,’ she said as she cleaned the tip and put away 
the magiscope. “Why exactly did the fairy curse you?” 


“She invited herself into my house, just showing up out of the blue asking for shelter while 
her home was being repaired, Harold explained. 


“And you told her to leave?” Li-Mei asked. Fairies weren’t pleasant, but most people knew 
better than to just toss fairies aside rudely. 


“Tm not that foolish,” Harold replied. “I knew that would be asking for trouble so I invited 
her in” He rubbed his furry neck and gave a sigh. “I tried to be patient, but she was so 
demanding. She had my poor staff running around day and night. She complained about 
the food, the clothes we loaned her, and got upset if the bed wasn’t exactly as she wanted.” 
He gave a frustrated growl. “I tried to hold my tongue, and blessed my staff for putting up 
with it, but then she crossed the line” Harold looked up to Li-Mei. “One of the maids had 
accidentally spilt water on her dress and she was going to slap her. lintervened. I don’t 
tolerate that kind of behaviour from anyone, so | demanded she leave.” 


Li-Mei kept her face in a thoughtful look and gave a nod. “That’s very noble, but some 
would argue very stupid. ’m assuming that’s what caused your curse.” 


Harold sighed. “Yes, unfortunately.” He narrowed his eyes. “But I would gladly do it again. I 
don't regret it” 


“So, to summarize,” Li-Mei said slowly as she started to examine his eyes. “You forced a 
fairy to leave your home and she turned you into this ‘beast’ as a result.” 


“Yes,” Harold replied. “She called it fitting since I acted ‘beastly towards her” 
“How did she say you could break the curse?” Li-Mei asked. 

“She said all Ineeded was true love.” 

Li-Mei scoffed. “That’s balderdash.” 


“Agreed,” Harold replied with a nod and his little ears wiggled. “I can’t see any sensible 
woman loving me like this-” 


“No, no, it’s not literal,” Li-Mei quickly interjected, and seeing the baffled expression on the 
young Lord’s face, continued to explain. “Fairies are required by fairy law to give a hint to 
all the curses they cast, but they like to be as vague as possible. They don’t like the idea of 
their work being undone.” 


Harold scratched his chin. “So, the ‘cure’ for my condition is not actually true love.” 


“Correct, Li-Mei replied. “It’s more likely it’s somehow related, but we could spend years 


figuring that out.” She reached into her bag for her potions book. “We'll have to use brute 
force, ’'m afraid. It’s not entirely pleasant, but it will get the job done in the end.” 
Harold tapped his claws together. “And how exactly do we do that?” 


“I need to cleanse your body of the fairy’s magic,” Li-Mei explained as she flipped through 
her spell book. “You'll have to drink a potion I make for a year at least.” 


“It will take that long?” Harold asked in shock. 

“I said at least,” Li-Mei corrected, “and yes. We have to be slow and careful. A single mistake 
could cause the magic to backlash and put you into a coma.” She leaned forward in her 
seat. “It’s likely you would never wake from it.” 

Harold gulped and nodded. “Understood, how do we make this potion?” 


“I will making it” Li-Mei said. “May I have some paper to write this down, please?” 


Mister Stone handed her a pen and some paper, which startled Li-Mei. He had been so 
quiet, she had forgotten the man was there. 


“Thank you,’ she said as she went to write her list. “Now as I saying, the ingredients must be 
mixed precisely or it could cause that backlash I warned you about.” She lifted her head to 
Harold. “Ill have to stay here awhile to make the potion myself. Is that a problem?” 

“Not at all” Harold replied with a half smile. “You’re much better company than that fairy.” 


“That’s not exactly a high bar, Sir” Mister Stone interjected. 


“IT would have to agree,” Li-Mei said as she finished her list and chewed her bottom lip. 
“Finding the plants needed will be tricky, some are hard to find this time of year” 


Harold gave a small smile. “I may be able to assist.” He rose from his chair and headed to 
the door as Mister Stone opened it. “If you would please follow me.” 


Li-Mei frowned, but followed the men out into the hall, down the stairs and to the back 
door. A maid stood there, holding out umbrellas and a hooded cloak. 


“We have a greenhouse in the backyard - ah, thank you, Molly,” Harold explained as he took 
an umbrella. “My grandfather spent years collecting every kind of flora he could find.” 


“Tm afraid the weather’s taken a turn for the worse, Miss,” Molly said as she held out a 
hooded cloak. “But I found this to keep you from getting drenched.” 


Li-Mei smiled. “I appreciate the offer, but I won’t melt from a little rain.” 

Mister Stone cleared his throat as he opened the door. “May we proceed?” 

Li-Mei nodded and followed with Molly close behind. They walked down a stone path down 
the hill and approached a large greenhouse. The warm moisture warmed up her body 


faster than a fireplace would. 


Harold paused in the middle of the path as he gestured to the plants. “If the plants and 
herbs you need are in here, please take as much as you like” 


Li-Mei silently walked around, taking quick inventory of what plants were there. Her eyes 
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then landed upon a window that had been cleared of the vines. Outside, only a few feet 
from the greenhouse, sat a red rose bush. The roses themselves were rather small for their 
species. Most of the blossoms were wrinkly buds and the leaves were twisted and jagged 
as if someone had taken a pair of scissors to them. 


“That’s an interesting rose bush,” LiMei commented as she pointed. “Although, the middle 
of the yard seems like an odd place to put it” 


Harold’s eyes darkened. “That’s another curse by the fairy.” 

Li-Mei’s eyes widened. “Another curse?” 

“Yes,” Mister Stone explained. “After the fairy cursed my Lord with his current...appearance, 
she had that grow in the yard.” He held up a finger. “She warned that if we dare cut it down, 
his life as a human would end.” 


Li-Mei narrowed her eyes. “That’s very odd” 


Harold sighed and rubbed his neck. “I know, I should have mentioned it sooner, but I was 
waiting for the right time-” 


“No, not that,” Li-Mei interjected. “I mean it’s impossible to have two curses, a fairy can’t 
cast more than one on a single person. The magic between them would cancel each other 
out, and neither would have an effect.” 


Molly frowned. “Beg your pardon, Miss, but if that’s the case couldn't Lord Hummingway 
just Set another fairy to curse him to break this spell?” 


“Unwise,” Li-Mei replied. “The spells themselves may not work, but two casters’ spells 
colliding can cause...unfortunate effects. once ran into a woman who was forced to speak 
in rhyme.” 


“Curious,” Harold said as he stood next to Li-Mei. “So, if the rose bush isn’t a curse, why did 
the fairy put it there?” 


“Maybe another of her nasty jokes? She had a dark sense of humor” Molly offered. 
“In any case,” Harold continued. “Do you think you can rid me of this curse?” 


Li-Mei awoke from her thoughts. “Yes, it will be a long road for you, but eventually I can 
make you human again.” She stole another sideway glance at the roses. 


Li-Mei didn’t wait long to start making the curse breaking potion. It took a whole day to 
gather the plants needed from the greenhouse, then grind them into powders and properly 
measure them. 


The second day was spent brewing the potion in a caldron in the kitchen. The smell was 
distinctly unpleasant, if the disgusted looks from the chef was anything to go by, but by the 
end of the day the potion was ready. 


“Luckily, this amount should last a month,’ Li-Mei explained as she poured some of the 
potion in a clay mug. “But you are going to have to drink it every day at the exact same 


time.” 


Harold wrapped his claws around the mug and lifted it to his mouth to drink. As Li-Mei 
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expected, his eyes went wide and he grasped the kitchen table as he gagged. Coughing, he 
glared at the mug. “You did warn it wouldn't be easy.” 


“I beg your pardon,’ Molly said as she stepped into the kitchen and gave a swift bow. “My 
Lord, your cousin, Brandon, is here to see you.” 


Harold gave a sour expression as if he had drunk five gallons of the potion at once. 
“Lovely, he grumbled darkly. “Excuse me, I'll be right back.” 


Li-Mei frowned as she watched Harold leave and glanced at Molly. “He’s not a well liked 
cousin I presume?” 


Molly sighed as she chewed her lip. “Well...’'m not really one to gossip, but... will say he’s 
been putting some extra stress on our Lord.” 


Li-Mei was curious , but knew better than to pry further. Yet, even as she passed by Harold’s 
office, she couldn't help but hear the yelling inside. 


“For heaven’s sake, Harold, be practical!” an unfamiliar male voice echoed. “How will it 
look if the heir to our family fortune is a wild animal?! It would be better for everyone if 


you made me-” 


“You bellowed?” Li-Mei asked as she entered. “Excuse me, Lord Harold, but I could hear 
your voices all the way down the hall.” 


A hint of red appeared behind the fur as Harold coughed into his paw. “Please, forgive us, 
Doctor Long. I was having a... discussion with my cousin. Doctor Long, this is my cousin 


Brandon Hummingway. Brandon this is the spell doctor I was telling you about.” 


Brandon looked to Li-Mei with a confused expression, but it was swiftly concealed with a 
smile and a bow. 


“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” he greeted. 


“Thank you, Sir” Li-Mei replied in a flat tone and turned to Harold. “My Lord, we still have 
matters to discuss regarding your treatment.” 


“Oh,” Harold replied in a confused tone and turned to Brandon. “In that case, unless there 
is anything else you need to discuss, I will ask you to leave.” 


Brandon said nothing as he glanced between Harold and Li-Mei. “No, Cousin,” he said 
smoothly with a bow. “I wish you both a good day then.” He looked to Li-Mei with a smirk. 
“I hope all things go well for you then, Doctor” 

Li-Mei gave a nod of thanks, but kept her mouth shut as Brandon left and closed the door. 
“What exactly did you wish to discuss?” Harold asked. 

“Nothing,” Li-Mei explained. “I just used that as an excuse to make your cousin leave.” 

“Oh,” Harold replied slowly and sighed as he took a seat. “Thank you, my cousin can be 
worse than this curse. He’s got his eyes on my title, but he’s a regular Sambler and up to his 
ears in debt. Not to mention he has no sense in business or in tact.” 


“Ah,” Li-Mei replied. 
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“If he weren't an atrocious choice as successor, | would probably be very tempted to give 
up the estate.” He gave a bitter smile. “I never held much interest in being nobility” 
“And what would you do then?” Li-Mei asked curiously. 


Harold paused, and leaned back in the chair as he looked up to the ceiling. “Truthfully, I 
don’t know. Ive never given it much thought.” 


“Maybe now is a good time,” Li-Mei suggested. “It would at least give you something to do 
until the curse is removed.” 


Harold gave a small laugh. “But why should I? What’s the point?” 


“Because you want to,” Li-Mei said as she turned to leave. “Now, if you'll excuse me, I need to 
send a letter home” 


“I thought after drinking this for two weeks I would get used to the taste,” Harold said as he 
set the glass on the table. “It’s still makes me gas.” 


Li-Mei gave a sympathetic pat on the arm before she gazed over the garden and spotted the 
rose bush again. There was something about that rose bush that was nagging at her, but it 
seemed too ordinary. She wondered if she was going crazy. 


“Does your family have a garden?” Harold asked. 


The question awoke Li-Mei from her thoughts. She nodded. “Yes, it’s rather required if 
you wish to become a spell doctor” She reached for a small sandwich to nibble on. “My 
parents have a decent one, although I will admit my mother is more the gardener over my 
father and me.” 


“How do you mean?” Harold asked. “You have great knowledge of what plants to use for 
medicine” 


“Yes,” Li-Mei replied, “but not one bit of a green thumb to grow them. That was how my 
father met my mother. She was working as a botanist, and he used to buy his herbs from 
her. Eventually he wanted a place to settle down from traveling all the time, and...” 


“Tve always wished to travel, but my duties have always bound me here.” He gave a 

bitter laugh. “Although, thanks to this curse 'm even more bound now. I can’t exactly go 
wandering around places looking like this. They would send hunters after me the minute I 
walk into a shop.” 


“I suppose that would make it hard to be in public,” Li-Mei replied as she frowned. “With 
that said, once the curse is broken you might want to consider some changes.” She pointed 
towards the gate. “To start with, I notice you have no white bell flowers in your garden” 


“Why would I?” Harold asked. “I've seen them and they stink to high heaven.” 


“They do, but they also keep fairies away,’ Li-Mei replied. “Most manors have them planted 
for that reason.” 


“We never had fairies come to the property before,” Harold admitted, drumming his claws 
on the arm chair. “But I see your point. I'll have some planted as soon as possible.” He 
leaned forward in his chair. “I have been considering researching more about plants and 


241 


242 


magic in general. I even thought of learning to be a spell doctor” 
Li-Mei choked. “A spell doctor?! Do you have any idea how difficult and dangerous it is?” 


“Tm well aware, I have been reading up on the subject, but that doesn’t change the fact to 
me that it’s a fascinating field” Harold continued and sighed. “However, it’s merely an idle 
thought. I couldn’t possibly do that and be aLord. My family would hardly approve.” 


“Who says you can’t?” Li-Mei replied with a frown. “If my parents did what others told 
them, they would have never have gotten married.” 


Harold tilted his head. “So, you think I could become one?” 


“I didn’t say that,” Li-Mei replied. “Only you can judge that for yourself, but you certainly 
shouldn’t hold back just due to what others say. With that said, | would advise if you 
become one to find a good spell doctor to study under” 


“Tl make sure to remember that,” Harold replied. “If any case, I figured I would at least start 
memorizing what uses each medical herb has.” 


“Having a basic knowledge is handy,’ Li-Mei agreed and gestured her head towards the 
direction of the greenhouse. “If anything, you should become more familiar with the kind 
of plants you have in that greenhouse of yours.” 


“That’s a fair point,” Harold muttered and then in almost a meekly manner he tilted his 
head at her. “Would you be willingly to identify them for me? I do have books, but for this 
kind of knowledge Id rather have personal instruction” 


“That would be fine with me,” Li-Mei replied, as she poured herself more tea. “I'll see you at 
dinner” 


The next few weeks passed faster than Li-Mei had anticipated. She and Harold started to 
form a routine of going to the greenhouse and teaching Harold the names and qualities of 
each plant. Li-Mei had to admit that the young Lord was an eager student and absorbed 
the knowledge like a sponge. Then one day, as Harold drank his daily dose, Molly ran in. 
“Doctor!” Molly cried. “Please forgive my interruption, but a messenger just arrived with 
this for you and he said it was urgent.” 


Li-Mei took the letter and her face paled as she recognized the handwriting of the address. 


“It’s from my father,” she said hastily as she broke the seal and read. “There has been a 
spell epidemic in my hometown. A careless alchemist spilled one of his experiments into 
the river. Nearly half the town was gravely ill from drinking it before anyone realized what 
had happened.” She stuffed the letter back into its envelope. 


“Forgive me, Harold, but I need to go home. My parents have their hands full trying to care 
for the patients and they need all the help they can get.” 


“IT understand,” Harold said with a nod. “Ill call for a carriage.” 
“But what about the potion?” Molly said, alarmed. “I know it’s urgent you return home, but 


none of us know how to make it.” 
“I made a fresh batch this morning,” Li-Mei replied. “Ill bottle all of it up before I go, so that 


should last you a month or so. [ll try to see if] can return before then” 


“Molly, can you please go assist Doctor Long while she does that?” Harold asked. “And 
please fetch me Mister Stone to send one of the other maids to pack her belongings. The 
faster we can get her there the better” 


“At once, Sir” Molly said as she raced out. 
Li-Mei sighed as she rubbed her eyes. “I’m sorry, Harold, I-” 


“It can’t be helped,” Harold replied, “and I agree this is more important than my looks or 
my... hobby.” 


“I wouldn’t quite argue that,’ Li-Mei said, “but thank you.” She stretched up and gave him 
a kiss on the cheek. “Ill come back as soon as I can, just make sure you don’t do anything 
foolish.” 


Harold gave a smirk. “I'll be alright. Iam capable of taking care of myself” 


Li-Mei forced a smile as she dashed out of the room and tried not to think of all the things 
that could go wrong. 


The next few weeks felt like months to Li-Mei. If she wasn’t brewing potions, taking 
temperatures, or assisting her mother in gathering herbs, she was dashing along with her 
father and the local sorcerers to try to cleanse the river. By the end of the second week, 
she was looking forward to a change in atmosphere. 


“Are you certain you have time to help me in the garden, dear?” her mother asked as she 
brushed her brown hair from her eyes. “I know the worst of it is over, but if you needed to 
go with your father-” 


“It’s fine, Mother, Li-Mei said as she yanked out some weeds. “Doctor Foster came back 
into town and offered to take my place to give me a break.” She brushed the dirt from her 
hands. “And honestly it’s a blessed change from everything else lately.” 


Her mother gave a nod as she adjusted her gloves and clipped her hedge. “I. can imagine, 
if that alchemist wasn’t already arrested I would give him a piece of my mind for being so 
careless.” 


“Agreed,” Li-Mei said as she dumped the weeds into a bag, then gave a laugh. “Perhaps to 
make our message clear, we should give the alchemist a bouquet of weeds.” 


Her mother laughed. “Tempting, although if] want to convey my feelings properly I would 
send petunias.” 


Li-Mei paused and raised an eyebrow. “Petunias? Mother, 1 thought you were angry with 
him.” 


“Tam,” her mother continued, “and petunias mean resentment or anger. Just like marigolds 


mean remembrance, and daisies mean new beginnings.” 


Li-Mei froze. That’s right. She forgot ordinary flowers can hold a language all of their own. 
It was then her brain suddenly recalled the rose bush the fairy left for Harold. 
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“Mother, Li-Mei said slowly. “What’s the meaning of roses?” 


“Well, it depends on the colour” her mother explained. “White roses often means 
‘innocence’, yellow can mean ‘friendship’-” 


“What about red roses?” Li-Mei asked. 


“Oh, those mean love,” her mother explained. “The romantic kind. I thought everyone 
knew that one.” 


Li-Mei’s eyes widened, and she swore under her breath. 


“Dear! Language!” her mother cried as she attempted to cover the flowers like they were 
small children. 


“Sorry, Mother, but I just realized something painfully obvious,” Li-Mei grumbled. She knew 
how to break the curse on Harold, and the answer had been staring them in the face all 
along. Fairies truly had a cruel sense of humor. 


“Li-Mei!” 


The ladies heads turned as Doctor Long came rushing through the gate as he waved a piece 
of paper around. 


“A messenger from Lord Hummingway,’ he said as he handed Li-Mei the paper. “He’s 
severely ill!” 


Li-Mei nearly jumped out of the carriage as it parked at the gates of the estate. She saw 
Mister Stone rushing out the door to meet her. 


“Thank heavens youre here,” Mister Stone said as he escorted her inside. The beastly 
young Lord lay in bed, moaning and barely conscious. Li-Mei didn’t waste a second 
examining him and held her breath. 


“He’s having a magic backlash,” she said, as Molly entered with clean washcloths. “Didn’t 
you follow my instructions?” 


“We did to the letter” Stone insisted. “But then Lord Brandon paid us a visit.” He fists 
tightened. “Molly caught him alone in the kitchen.” 


Molly nodded grimly. “I didn’t think much of it, but when I went to fetch a bottle of the 
potion it seemed a few of them had been moved and | found spilt salt on the shelf next to 
the potions. I can’t see how it got there unless Mister Brandon poured it in.” 


Li-Mei cursed. “The potions have to be precise, and adding something like salt could make 
it deadly” 


“Can we save him?” Stone asked. 
Li-Mei sighed. “If it were a lesser curse, we could spend a few days flushing out his system 


and starting over, but he’s fading too quickly” She folded her arms. “Which means our only 
choice is to try to break the curse itself” 


“But we don’t know how!” Stone cried. 


“We didn’t, but I believe I figured it out,” Li-Mei replied. “Ineed you to gather some roses 
from the bush the fairy left behind.” 


Molly gasped. “But the fairy said-” 

“It was a trick,” Li-Mei replied. “I don’t have time to explain the details, but itll break the curse.” 
Stone gripped his tie, looking hesitant, but then sighed. “Alright, Molly, do as Doctor Long says.” 
“Yes, Sir!” Molly cried as she dashed out of the room. 

Li-Mei stole one more glance at Harold before following. 


ok oko 


“Almost done,’ Li-Mei said as she picked up the tea kettle and poured the boiling water into 
the cup filled with rose petals. 


Li-Mei immediately took the tray and lifted up the hem of her skirt. “Move out of the way!” 
She rushed to Harold’s bedroom. 


Molly and Mister Stone just caught up with her, as Li-Mei set down the tray and lifted up 
Harold’s head. 


“Here, Harold,’ she said as she brought the cup up to his snout. “You need to drink this.” 
Harold groaned, and groggily blinked at Li-Mei like he was debating. Then, slowly, he 
opened his mouth. 


“That’s it” Li-Mei encouraged as she poured the tea in. “You almost got this. Just stay with 
me, Harold.” 


Harold swallowed the tea and then slumped back against the pillows. 

Li-Mei stood up and stepped back. “Please, please, don’t tell me I was too late.” She held her 
breath for what felt like an eternity, but just when she was about to accept they had failed 
Harold began to shimmer. 

A bright light came from his eyes and flowed out like water until it had engulfed his entire 
body. Immersed in the light, Harold’s body morphed, his ears shrank, his snout vanished 
and he went down in size. Once Harold was done morphing, the light faded, and revealed a 
human man with short black hair lying before them. 


“Harold?” Li-Mei asked as she gently shook his shoulder. 


Harold groaned and blinked at Li-Mei before giving a weak smile. “See, I told youl would be 
fine.” 


Li-Mei sighed as she shook her head, but not bothering to hide the smile on her face. 


ok oko 


“Tl admit, ’m surprised,” Li-Mei said curiously as she put away her magiscope. “I did not 
realize the curse had made you taller as well.” 
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Harold winced. “I knew you would mention that.” 

“I didn't say it was a bad thing,” Li-Mei replied. 

“Tell that to my cousins who always loved to tease me about it,” Harold grumbled. 

Li-Mei gave a smile. Quite honestly he wasn’t that short, and it did amuse her to actually 
meet aman who wasn’ a foot taller than her. With his black hair, and eyes as green as 


emeralds, he was quite handsome...not that Li-Mei paid attention to that sort of thing. 


“Short or not,” she continued as she closed her case. “I am happy to report your whole 
body is rid of the curse.” 


Harold sighed as she slumped against his chair. “I still can’t believe the way to break the 
curse was literally Srowing in my yard.” 


“Fairies have an odd sense of humor, Li-Mei replied as she sat across from him. “When she 
said ‘true love’ was the way to break the curse, it was her way of getting around it without 
directly saying it was a red rose.” 


“Sounds like cheating to me,” Harold grumbled. 
“More like a loophole,” Li-Mei replied as she leaned forward in the chair. “Red roses do 
mean romantic love in their flower meaning, and it probably would have been plainly 


obvious to other people.” 


“I suppose,” Harold said with a sigh as he flexed his fingers. “I still expect to see claws at the 
end of these.” 


“It will take a while to adjust to your original body,’ Li-Mei said, “and I am ordering bed 
rest for you for at least a week. Even if we did find the cure, you did experience a magic 
backlash and you need to recover from that.” 

“My joints are still sore from it that’s for certain” Harold replied and then snapped his 
fingers. “That reminds me, I have been given an update from my uncle and it would seem 


my cousin is being punished.” 


“Really?” Li-Mei asked surprised. “I am glad to hear that, but were there more than our 
suspicions?” 


Harold gave a cheeky grin. “He is currently in a cell awaiting his trial,” he said as he leaned 
forward. “You see he confessed to the crime.” 


Li-Mei raised an eyebrow. “Confessed? Why?” 
“It would seem the same fairy that stayed at my house decided to try to stay at his.” 
Li-Mei snorted. “Oh, dear, dare I ask what state he’s in?” 


“He’s not a beast, it seems she actually hated him more,” Harold said, “and gave a curse of 
never being able to lie.” 


Li-Mei laughed. “And I assume it didn’t take long for him to admit the truth to what he did?” 
“Once he was asked the proper question yes,” Harold said. “I’m told the family is 
considering hiring a spell doctor to break the curse. Eventually.” 


“Well, that fairy turned out to be a bit useful,” Li-Mei replied as she leaned back in her chair. 
“Despite causing the trouble in the first place.” 


Harold lowered his head like he was a shy child. “By the way, Li-Mei, ’ve been pondering 
what I should do now that ’m human, and I would like to become a spell doctor” He flexed 
his hands. “After being caught in a curse, I can’t help but imagine poor other souls who 
have suffered the same fate.” 

Li-Mei nodded. “You'll need a good teacher-” 


Harold smiled. “I was wondering if you would be willing to accept me as an apprentice.” 


All thoughts left Li-Mei’s head. “Me?” She frowned. “I doubt many of your fellow 
noblemen will approve of you learning under a woman.” 


“After getting my life back, I really don’t care not care what people say or think of me 
anymore besides my close friends,” he gave a blush, “and you.” 


Li-Mei’s cheeks felt warm. “I'll be a harsh teacher” 


“Tam well aware,” Harold replied as he reached for her hand. “I asked you because I want to 
learn from you, and no one else.” 


Li-Mei paused, uncertain of his hand, and then gave a small smile as she touched it back. 
“Very well, student, once youre well again, we'll go to my father’s lab for a proper lesson.” 


“Sounds wonderful,” Harold said and turned his head to the window where they still had a 
clear view of the rose bush the fairy left. “I will say this, I will never look at roses the same 


way again.” 


“Agreed,” Li-Mei said with a laugh. “I’ve always preferred daisies anyway.” 
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Elizabeth Wommack Ember Games Emma Erica Schmitt Esme Baran Ezra Lee 

Elizaveta Sofronova Emely Pul Emma Allen Erick FTL Esme Neal F Parker 

Ella Bruce Emilia Hald Emma Brown Erik F Ester Zocche Fallon Leaf 

Ella Helena Shields Emily Emma Galloway Erik J. Meyer-Curley Ethan Bishop-Watt fanzhixue 
Emerson Emily Anne Ferry Emma Lord Erik Knighton Eugene R. Greenwood Fatima 

Ella Powell Emily B. Emma Morrison Erik Laudenslager Eunoria Fatima Iqbal 

Ellen Emily Backes Emma s. Erika Fernandes da Costa EurghSireAwe FearfulSymmetry 


For Emily who is 
brave, beautiful, 
resilient. A frue 


princess. 


Ferrell Riley III 
finnsonc 

Fiona Erasmuson 
Fiona Lynn Zimmer 
Fiona Rohowski 
firewolf826 
Fletcher 

Florence Aze 
Florence Monna 
weramon 


France Smith _ 
Francine FranA§oise 
Francis Fernandez 
Frank Reding 

Frank Reding 
freelancewizard 
Freya Finch Atter 


Freyja Stokes 
Friedemann Altrock 
frogsys_kitten 

Gabi Urquhart 
Gabriela Maria Palomo 
Gaétan Voyer-Perrault 
Galaverna 
Gariabel 
Garrick Dietze 
Gary Packard 
Gary Phillips 
Gearsoul Dragon 
Gemma Roberts 
Gen 
Genelle Newhard 
Geneviéve Bigué 
Genevieve Hammang 
Geoff Cullum 

George & Marie Popichak 


Georgia 

Georgie Nemanic 
Georgina Toland 

Gerald Campbell 


i 
Gina Biggs 
Ginea Merrill 
GIROD Sarah 
snapo 
Gordhan Rajani 
Goremn 
srace 
Grace Livingstone 
Grace Nuguid 
Graham Cheshir 
Greg Schwartz 
Greta H. 
Gretchen 


This is for all of 
the ofher disabled 
wifches out there also 
fighting fo keep their 
heads up every day. 


grey 
Griffin D. Morgan 
GriffinFire 

Griselle A Jimenez Ruiz 
GroovySweet 

suardian J 

Guest 1460134797 

Gu 76588733, 

Guest 188101053 

Guest 817929064 

Gwen Phifer 

H 

HLynnea 

Haiz Helen Olaussen 
Halee 

Hana 

Hanna Paquette 
Hannah Butzen 
Hannah Carver 


Hannah Cle 
Hannah Fattor 
Hannah Gano 
Hannah M 
Hannah Thoo 
Hannahlea DeWitt 
Hans Peter Earwaker 
Hap Perry 

Harald Demler 
Hari Conner 

on Salzman, 
Shapiro 


in Lopez 
Haviva Avirom 
Hawk Fangor 
Hayley 

Hayley Swanson 
Heather 


William Bullen IV 


Heather B 
Heather Coates 
Heather Halloran 
Heather Hintze 
Heather Hostetler 
Heather Moraw 
Heather Penn 
Heather Ras Ss 
Heather Reid-Murray 
Heather W. 

Helen Boyle 

Helen Dekker 

Helen Louise Owen 
Helena Pohl 

Henrik Lindhe 
hep1013 

Hillary Froemel 
Hinahina Gray 
HistrionicBookworm 


Amy Fowler - I 
dedicate this fo 
every girl. Whether a 
warrior, a princess or 
anything in between 
—~ may you be brave, 
sfrong and kind. 


Hobbitsus 
Holly 
Holly Raidl 

Hope 

Hope Nicholson 
Hunter Harris 
Huston Todd 

Tan 

Ian Hutchings 

Ian Tadashi Moore 
IanDresarie 

Icka! M. Chif 

Ilana Gallardo 
Iliana Nieves 
llinca Barbacuta 
Ilja PreuAY 

Inbar Gal 

Indigo 

Indy 
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Ingryd Souza 
Inumo 

Irian 

Iris 

ironbite 


Isaac ‘Will It Work’ Dan- 


sicker 

Isabel Baker 

Isabel DiRe 

Isabella Blaine-Longo 
Isabella Edwards 
Isak Myklebust 
Isobel Wright 

Issie Loseby 


Ivan 

Ivan Velkovsky 
Izmaragad 
izsch2 


J 

JD Tuttle 

J.Corgan 

J. Katie Marks 

J. Kiakas 

JM. Frey 

J.R. Murdock 

Ja Powers 

Jac Engelbrecht 

Jack White-Hunt 
Jackie Sherman. 
Jacob Cantu 

Jacob Kesinger 
Jacqueline Blake 
Jacqueline Galindo 
Jacquelyn Hanchar 
Jaequi Whitmore 
Jada 

Jade McIntosh 


<> 


Jane 


Jaimie Porta 
Jamal Narcisse 
James Crowell 
James Fearnley 
James Foulds 
James Grieve 
James Heath 
James Keebaugh 
James Lucas 
James Post 
James Purves 
James R. Crowley 
James Riddell 
Jamie Martin 
Jamila 

Jaminx 

Jams 

Jana Hoffmann 
Jane Birk 


Jane Bunting 
Janelle Ludowise 
Janet Eastwood 
Janine Amberger 
Janis Bo Broszat 
Jannika 

Jared Cross 
Jasmine Baldwin 
Jason Birzer 
Jason Broadley 
Jason Crase 
Jason Hunter 
Jason Spencer 
Javier Segovia 
Jay Lofstead 
Jay42 

Jeanith 

JD Starflower 
jean-yves 


Jeff Eppenbach 
Jeff Hartley 

Jeff Lewis 

Jeff Peterson 
Jemma Hill 

Jen 

Jen the Viking 
Jena 

Jeni Morlock 
Jenn 

Jenn Leae 

Jenna 

Jennifer 

Jennifer Appleby 
Jennifer Brooks 
Jennifer Carr 
Jennifer Green 
Jennifer K. Koons 
Jennifer Long 


Alyssa Paul 


Jennifer M. Erickson 
Jennifer Montgomery 
Jennifer Nelson Kemp 
Jennifer Nicklyn 
Jennifer O'Boyle 
Jennifer Riddle 
Jennifer Ryan 

jenny 

Jenny 

Jenny Eriksson 

Jens Bejer Pedersen 
Jeremie Lariviere 
Jeremy Diamond 
Jeremy Gwinner 
Jeremy Shaub 
Jeremy Wadhams 
Jeremy Zimmerman 
Jes Malitoris 

JesnCin Wibowo 


Jesper Skriver Vestergaard Jes 


Draws 
Turner 
amine Vermillion 


‘a Engelbrecht 
‘a Jennings 

‘a Little 

a Magelaner 


ssica Nelson 


‘a Salter 
a Weaver 
ssie Clark 


Jetmode 
JeweledNightingale 

Jill McKinney 

Jillian Hughes 

Jim B. Johnson 

Joann Dominik Richardson 
Joann Koch 

Joanna Piatt 

Joanna Price-Murray 


‘Per ardua ad astra 
~ with head held high, 
a heart unashamed, 
and feet thaf never 
sfop moving forward. 


Lord Marion of 


Mount Lucas 


Jocelyn Lopez 
Jodez4 

Joe 

Joe Becci 

Joel Q 

Johannes 

Johannes Felbauer 
Johannes Luber 
John 

John “johnkzin” Rudd 
John Caboche 

John Cowdery 

John D Pell 

John Daly 

John Highwind 

John MacLeod 

John P. D. Rindfleisch 
John Pender 

John Williams 


Joleen White 

Jon Chaisson 

Jon Knell 

Jonas 

Jonathan Davis 
Jonathan Dean 
Jonathan Thibeau 
Jonathan Yule 
Jorden Varjassy 
Jordin Baugh 


Jérg Sonnenberger 


Jorg Tremmel 
Joseph Doherty 
Josh E 


Medin 

sh More 
Joshua Kim-Bath 
Joshua M Dreher 
Joshua Stoltzman 


Joshua Wolfe 

Journey Byland 

Joy Vileniskis 

Juan Carlos Rodriguez 
Garcia 

Juan Chanco 

Judith Owens 

Julia 

Julia Chen 

Julia Christianson 

Julia Smit 

Julia Sutterfield McKinney 

Julia Williams 

Juliana Guarisco 

Julie Dick 

Julienne Cunningham. 

Juliette 

duliza Perez 

Junelle Ward 
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Sarah T, Be kind fo 
yourself, and know 
you are amazing. 


To our kids current 
and fufure — hard 
now, easy later. 
Dont be afraid fo be 
curious, passionate, 
and empathetic. Love 
without limifs! 


Kaitlynn Schultz Katherine E.Cunningham Kathleen Williams Katrina Bilbrey 
Kaitlynn Yoder Kassondra Katherine Fawcett Kathren Rowedder Katrina Faber 
Kalie Gossen Kat Bretton Katherine Granger Kathryn Ann Whidden Katrina Sander 
Justine kam reed Kat L Katherine Hakim Kathryn Awesome Katy Kimsey 
Justine Atkins Kamrin Warren Kat Pillman Katherine Hempel Kathryn Coyne Katy Thomes 
KM Kanesha Kata Karath Katherine Hunt Kathryn Mergener Kaycie D 
K Parker kantral9 Kate Katherine Kirby Kathryn Ortega Kayla Witherow 
KS Kara Bell-Brey Kate Ashwin Katherine Long Katie Kayleigh Barr 
K. Bailey Kara Thies Kate Compton Katherine Malloy Katie Allen Kaylen 
K.N. Salustro Karen Kate Johnson Katherine Paisley Katie Beasley Kayote 
KJ. Brule Karen Edgington Kate Land Katherine Randall Katie Cunico KC Burkholder 
KJ. Lewis Karen Heckman Kate Noor Katherine Shan Katie Grace Keht Jelicho 
Kaerien Yang Kari H. Kate Starr Katheryn Cantu Katie McMahon Keira 
Kai Hermannsen Kari Wallman Katelyn Williams Kathleen Hickey Katie Nelson Kelci Block 
Kaija Karinlu Katherine Angie Figueroa Kathleen Jacques Katie O'Neill Kellie Ramirez 
Kaiju Corgi Karis Kontilis Katherine Antle Kathleen Kennedy KatieRose Kimball Kelly 
kaimonkey Karla Katherine Brown Kat Katja Drake-Weiss Kelly Delahanty 
Kaitlyn Brady Kasey Szamatulski Katherine Carr Kathleen Myers Katkat Kelly J. Cooper 
Kaitlyn Finn kashiichan Katherine Donaldson Kathleen White Katrina Basnett Kelly McKew 
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To friends and family: 
Without you Id be 
a lonely girl with no 
one fo talk fo. My 
life going round and 
round. My life going 
round in circles. 


Kelsey Salamone 
Keluri 

Ken Mencher 

Ken Totten 
Kendal Drewke 
Kendra 

Kenia Shanik Soto 
Kenneth 

Kenneth A Graves 
Kenneth Smith 
Kenny Beecher 


Kent Falconer 
Kenya Lutts 
Kerensa Fu 
KETS 

Kevin 

Kevin Finity 
Kevin Griffin 
Kevin Pittman 
Kevin Poorman 
Kevin Walker 
Kez 

Kezia Tubbs 
KezzieZ 
Kharth 


Kiandra and Arwyn Brazeaul 


Kieran S 
Killian Boyd 
Kim 

Kim CJ 


Kim Detro 

Kim Dufur 

Kim Foflygen 

Kim Grimaldi 

Kim Letendre 

Kim Zwiebel 
Kimber Camacho 
Kimberley Sharp 
Kin Yu 

Kira 

Kira Hatfield 

Kira Petersson Martin 
Kira Y 

Kirk Becker 

a Thornton 

en Geer Wilcox 
y Bell 


Kiyara Moore 


Kiyomi 
KKRauda 
KLH 

Kodi Maier 


Kristina 


i Beroldi 
ie Strum Lady 


Weiss — A kick as 
mercenary in a mens 
world. Never lef 
other's rule your life, 
be greaf, be free. 


Kristina Cunningham Bigler Laur Uy 


Krodefish 

Krystal Esdell 
Krystal Williamson. 
Ksenia Winnicki 


Ku Hap 
a Kumatsu 
al Cazella Kyla Blythe 
en Kyle Lenz 
en Bernabe Kyle Matsumura 
en Bezner Kyle Rudy 
en Levine Kylie 
en Perez Lacey T. Bowman 


LadyR sepixie 
ssolla 
Lance K 


ra Anderson 
Laura Bang 
Laura Ellen Jones 
Laura Highcove 
Laura Light 
Laura Pearce 

ra Petersen, 
shift 
Laura Snow 
Lauren Caserta 
Lauren D 
Lauren Hoffman 
Lauren Houser 
Lauren Louie 
Lauren Park 
Lauren Perry 
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Rowanne. 


Lauren Sullivan 
Lauren Wallace 
Laurence Shapiro 
Laurie Dermer 
Layla Hudaib 
Layne Alkis 

Lea Mara 

Leah Bingham 
Leah Cardaci 
Leah Webber 
Leanna 
LeeLooLaguna 
LegendaryTeeth 
Leia Yeomans 
Leigh Power 
Leisha Hussien 
Lelia Pittman 
Lena Lisa Vogelmann 
lennan 
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Leo Pearson 

Leona Wahnschaffe 
Leonidas 

Les Arms 

Doucet 


Leslie dela Cruz 
Leslie Wishnevski 
Leticia Brandao 
Leticia Rose Zaragoza 
letoze 

Lex Georgoudakis 
Lex Pergerson 
Lexi M. 

Lexie Briggs 
Lianna Mills, Jr 
Libby Wambheim 
Ligia Serafim 
Lilith Nightwind 


Lilly Higgs 
Lilly Ibelo 
LilRuub 

Lily Connors 
Lily H. 

lily. 

Linda 
Linden 


Line 

Line Holen 

Line Krab 

Linus Devereaux 
Lion-sensei 

Lira 

Liz Courts 

Liz Hirschmann 


Runic — Magic is 
worth finding and 
dreams are worth 


exploring. 


Liz Potsch 

Liza Duncan 
Lizbeth Hevia 
Logan Arias 
LogicMouse 
Lombard-Donnet 
Lore LeClere 


Lorna Doak 
Louise Anjou 
Louise Wiebalck 


loup 

Lucas Brandon 
Lucie 

Lucy Fox 

Lucy Galloway 
Lucy Gray 
Luka Miller 
Luma Lilac 
Luna 


Luna Stone 
Lunarflight 
lupusdraconis 

Lydia Grace Henson 
Lynda 

Lynn Litterer 

M 

M Walk 

M. Hamlin 

Maarten Leo Daalder 
Machi 

Machteld 

Madeleine 
Madeleine Holly-Rosing 
Madelin Winograd 
Madeline McCann 
Madeline Sweeney 
Madison Nosidam 
Madison Schrenk 


Madonna Yoder 
Magdalena Budziak 
Magdalene Schenkel 
Maggie 

Maggie Noah 

Maggy Chevalier 
Mahogany 

Maija Andersson 
Maik Gollub 
maileguy 

Maja Thalling 
Malavika Thottappillil 
Malin 

Mandatum374 
Mangsney 

Mara Bito 

Mara Bulan 
Marc-André Laurence 
Marcella Khaliq 


You are amazing 
as yourself! Be 
joyous. Have fun. 
Live well. Good 


luck. 


Marcos La 

Marcy Buckley 

Mare Matthews 

Margaret Molnar 

Margaret Owen 

Margot Atwell 

Margot Hentges 

Margret Bradley 

Maria Holland 

Maria José de Juan Fraile 

Mariah 

Mariah Griffin 

Mariah Leah Jensen 
ariah Patague 

ahs. 

anne Gathmann 


Marie Lupia 


Marietta 


ijke Stevens 
lou Pelletier 
lyn Levinson 
ina L. 


Mark E. Phair 
Mark Montgomery 
Mark Strange 
Mark Waks 
Markus Carver 
Markus Pohl 


Marmeel 

Marron Kleymann 
MarsUltorr 

Marten van der Leij 
Martin Torres 

Marty Chodorek 

Marty Martin 

ry Kate Lyons 

Mark Ockerbloom 
nne Bowen 


Masani McGee 
Matan Saada 
Matrix 

Mattbert 
Matthew Alcock 
Matthew Barker 
Matthew B: 
Matthew C 


Matthew Dughi 
Matthew Finco 
Matthew Harvey 
Matthew Kuzio 
Matthias Andrew Spence 
Mattie lJ 

Maureen Babb 

Mauro Ghibaudo 
Maya Bishop 

Maya Nestingen 
McKenna 

Meagan 

Meagan Bethel 
meandr 

Meeghan C Appleman 
Meg Donegan. 

Meg Jones 

Meg Lawless 

Megan. 


Megan Christopher 
Megan Congdon 
Megan Derr 

Megan Gardea 
Megan Greenberg 
Megan Hutto 

Megan Jessup 

Megan Lalla-Hamblin 


Megan Lindsey 


Megan Tanner 
Megan Walker 
MegaZone 
Meghan Asaurus 
Meghan Crockett 
meglish 

Melanie Hiller 
Melanie Reed 
Meli Mogri 


Melia Lenkner 


ssa Chavez 
a Cruz-Campbell 


Melody Dunn 
Melody Matter 
Menna Teffera. 
Mer 

Meredith 
Meredith Dillman 
Meredith Downs 
sa Mayhew 
Merlin Havlik 
MFCOMMAND 
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To my readers. 


Mia Jud 
Michae 
Michae 
Michae 
Michae 
Michae 
Michae 
Michae 
Michae 
Michae 
Michae 
Michae 
Michae 
Michae 
Michae 
Michae 
Michae 
Michae 
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Mia Alcorn 


d 


Abbott 
Alparan 
Arroyo 
Chapman 
Dietrich 
Feldhusen 
Gerstbrein 
Krzak 
Langford 
Martinez 
Miller 
Mooney 
Pattemore 
Scarpa 
Scott Boone 
Yungbluth 


Michal Katz 
Micheal 

Michele Damour 
Michele Schwarz 
Michelle 
Michelle Balfour 
Michelle Brown 
Michelle Denault 
Michelle Marsh 
Michelle Moreno 
Michelle Pantoja 
Michelle Paul 
Michelle Shambrook 
Michelle Zelasco 
Mick Beyers 
Mickie 

jhaela Verman 
Mikaela 

Mikayla Luke 


Mike Burke 

Mike Meltzer 

Mike Williams 

Milo 

Mindshadow 
Minsun 

mintbear 

Minty Hunter 

Mira Belle Arbreton 


Mira Stoyanova (Mellindor) 


Mira Tensuan-Eli 
Miranda Chavez 
Miranda Rex 
Miranda Steed 

sy Mirrix 


it 
Mitchell Edwards 
Mithrandir 
Mladen Borovina 


SaLe 


mleiv 

Mo 

Molly Hayden 
Molly Pfefferkorn 
Molly V 

Molly Van Ryn 
Molly Whiteman 
Momo Nordmark 
Monica Gilbert 
Monica Wagner 
Monika Baker 
Morgan 
Morielen 
Morning 

Mr Finegan 
Myisha 

Myria Ssorcam 
mythago 
Nadhirah Nadzri 


Nami 
Nanda 


Natala 
Natalie 

Natalie Schuyler Moss 
Natasha 

Natasha Chisdes 
Natasha Hedeker 
Nathan Weber 
Nathan Weller 
Yathaniel Cafiero 


Nawori 
Neal Kaplan 
Neil 

Neil Shirley 


tisha Lavender-Duncan 


Ne: 
Nessie Biscardi 


net 
Nia 
Nic 
Nic! 
Nic! 
Nic! 
Nic! 
Nic! 
Nic! 
Nic! 
Nic! 
Nic! 
Nic 
Nic 


allie Batz 


s Wright 


henekhthon 

| Hedderley 
holas A. Perez 
holas Anderson 
holas Delaney 
holas George 
holas Gonzalez 
holas Lester 
holas Steers 
hole Ward 

k Gascon 

k Kraayenbrink 
k Stinchcombe 
‘ola 


‘Rise and stand 


sfrong 


Find hidden what 


you love 


and liff if higher 
Show humanity 
For there are no 


boundaries 
In mind or by 


hand 
You are one of 


a kind; unlike 
anything else’ 


Nicola Morrison 
Nicole 

Nicole Kirkhart 
Nicole Parker 
Nicole Tan 

Niki 

Nikki 

Nikki Jeske 
Nikola Case 
Nikyla 

Nina BancheroSmith 
Nina Salvador 
Ninniku 

nk 

no 

Noah Sena 
noako 

Noél Chrisman 
Noella Grady 


Noodles Queen 

Norma JMB 

Notker Kirchgafgner 

Nyssa Gilkey 

a Bushey 

Olivia Sitter 

Olivier Etienne Miller 

Olivier Pulinx 

olly silinski 

Ona Loots 

Ondine, Donnie and Anais 
Kudler 

Orunmilla 

Orynae 

Ossifer 

ottero 

PJLattey 

Pablo Sanchez Bosch 

Padfeets 


Paige Johnsen 

Paige Luther 

Palle Rosendahl Romer 
Pan 

Pascal Cimon 

Patricia Chan 


Patricia Copeland 
Patr' Langevin 
Patrick Sewell 


patricknevindwyer 
patty kirsch 

Paul 

paul d jarman 

Paul Doerfling 

Paul J Mendoza 
Paul Lord 

Paul M Herkes 

Paul Nordland 

Paul Symeou 


Paula 

Paula Gluss 
Pauline Chapovaloff 
Pedro Bizarro 
Peggy Carpenter 
Per Ollas 

peter allen 

Peter Chiu 

Peter Hosey 

Peter Sender 
Phaedra Collins 
Philip R. Burns 
Phillipe Bojorquez 
Phoebe Wilson 
Phoenix Hawkins 
PhoenixTerran 
Phouka & Ryu 

Pia Skotare 
picassowary 


PinMeNerdy 
Piper Gordon 
Piscesl5 
Pollenator 


ila Simdes 

Professor Stephen Candy 

Psyche 

PsychoGaze 

Purple Parfait 

Pyrrhalphis 

Quinnlyn and Kaia Swe- 
hosky 

R 

r-bodo riediger-klaus 

Rachel 

Rachel Ayers 

Rachel Brandt 

Rachel Brennan 


Rachel Cleveland 
Rachel Fisher 
Rachel H Sanders 
Rachel Harris 
Rachel Lin 

Rachel Marie 
Rachel Poulson 
Rachel Rubinstein 
Rachel Smith 
Rachel Tougas 
Rachel W. 

Rae 
Raeleen Edwards 
Rain Patterson Owens 
Raj Bowers-Racine 
Ramsett 

randal torrent 
Randall Nichols 
Randi Misterka 
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In Memory of your 
Memories. Love 
Never Forgets. 


Chris and 
Jacqui have 
a Cheshire 
caf hiding 
somewhere. 


Randi Newton Rebecca Woolford Richard Griffith Robin Herrera Rowan Sabrina 
randomanonym Rebekah Bishop Richard Pleyer Robin Kaplan Rowan Singer Sabrina Ammon 
Raquel RecklessPrudence Rikke Lindskoy Loft Robin Parkins Roy Pollock Sage Jurado 

Raven Juergensen Reggie Rise Up Design Robin Portune Roy Romasanta Sal Barrera 
RavenBaraq Regina Burks Rita Asangarani Robyn Rraurgrimm SaLe 

Ravensdance Regina Walker rmv2498 Robyn Maggs Russ Cartwright Sally Pritchard 

ray powell Regulus Ro Rocio Alejo Ruth Salvatore Puma 

Ray Stevens Reina Rob Steinberger Rod Freund Ruth Gibbs sam 

Raye Jasper Rémi Gauthier Robbie Wallis Romana Ruth Hunter Sam Bamb 

Rayhne Sinclair Renie Jesanis Robert Decker roque Ryan Biczo Sam Buchanan 
Rayne Schaffer Revek Robert E Thibodeau Rory Polanco Ryan M Sam Corbin 
Rebecca Rhel Robert Hogan Rosa Bronks Ryan Nash Sam Inouye 
Rebecca Bruce Rhianna Lund Robert Kimmell Rose Behre Ryan Thompson Sam MacDonald 
Rebeeca Downard Rhizome Robert Skitch Rose Pohlman Rye Strutt Samantha Anderson 
Rebecca Hiatt Rhod Arrieta Robert Sulentic Rose Turner Ryuyujin Samantha David 
Rebecca Horner Ricardo Hernandez Robert Usarek Rosemary Harris Ryxl Samantha Garvey 
Rebecca Metcalfe Richard Robert Woods Tienken Rosie Smith S.McCole Samantha Griglack 
Rebecca Mutton Richard Christopher Robin Cedar Ross Emery S. Mouse Bowden Samantha High 
Rebecca Wagoner Richard G Stahl Robin Childs Ross Lodge Sabia Samantha Katherine 
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I always loved 
you linsert cool 


thing here. 


Merevick 
Samantha Knapp 
Samantha M Derr 
Samantha Netzley 
Samantha Patterson 
Sami Beese 
SamplingMastersXLR8 
samuel howard 
Samuel Huylebroeck 
Sandra Garvie-Lok 
Sandstorm 
Saodhar 
Saphryel 
Sara 
Sara Holland 
Sara Kowal 
Sara Lemoine 
Sara Vadasz 
Sarah 
Sarah Akers 
Sarah Anderson 
Sarah Andrews 
Sarah Ann Head 
Sarah Barrett 
Sarah Beebe 
Sarah Boyle 
Sarah DePuy 
Sarah Dizio 
Sarah Elizabeth Brody 
Sarah Formoso 
Sarah Forrester 
Sarah G 
Sarah Gilbert 
Sarah Greizer 
Sarah Guichard 
Sarah Hammock 
Sarah Kean 
Sarah Klipper 
Sarah L. Robinson 
Sarah Lawrence 
Sarah Liberman 


Sarah Maj Kaihoj Siewartz 


Sarah Peloquin 
Sarah Penny 
Sarah Roberts 
Sarah Rumery 
Sarah Seltzer 
Sarah Shorr 
Sarah Slocum 
Sarah Stanton 
Sarah W 

Sarah Webb 
Sarah Weber 
Sarah Wynn 
Sarika Lambrix 
Sascha 

Sashah Li 
Satsu 
Savannah 
Savannah Horrocks 
Schaap 
SCMalarky 
Scott Early 
Scott Maitland 
Scott Schaper 
Sean Hickman 


Sean O’Connor 
Selina 

Selina Maria Angotti 
Seona Macdonald 
Sephyxia 
Serpent_moon 
Seth Victor 

Sezza Smith 

Sfer 

a’Neal Rouse 
adia Amin 
adowTiger 

ae 

ahran. 

an Wickremesinghe 
ane Stewart 
annon McCarthy 
aron Bayolo 
awna King 
awnta Dodson 
ayla Lycaon 
ayna Levine 

eila M. Dougherty 
eila Moodie 

eila Rogers 

elby 

elby Lee 

eldon Radcliff 
elia Rogers 

elley Low 

enney 

eryl Schopfer 

i Briggs 

i-Anne Killjoy Colley 
imiylo 

inatsia Sampson 
irley Lu 

ona 

ondra Snodderly 
jooshy 

Sia 

silrini 

Simo Muinonen 
Simon 

Simon Hertzke 
Simon-Pierre Marion 
Siobhan Tate 
sjmalarkey 

Skoda Man Press 
Skye Kilaen. 

Skye Tackkett 
Skyla Green 
Skywingsl4 

Sleene 

Slorder 

Smote 

smwll6 
snaileomicz 
SnowontheRadio 
Snowy 

Sofia 

Sofie Widell 

Sol Foster 

Sonia Koval 

Sonia Lai 

Sophia 


ANNNNLNNNNANNNNNNNNNNNNNnNNnNDNHHNHHHnH 


Sophia Chang 
Sophia DeLeon 
Sophia McKissick 
Sophia Yanez 
Sophia Zarate 
Sophie 

sophie 

Sophie Elsewhere 
Sophie R 

Sora 
Soulwithlife 
speveril 

Spirit of 70 
spongefile 
Srinitya Tripuraneni 
Stacey M 

Stacey Nesseth 
Stacy Horesh 
Stacy Lynne 
StanleyAbsher 
Stasia Archibald 
Steph 

Stephanie 
Stephanie Carey. 
Stephanie Cross 
Stephanie Jobe 
Stephanie Kroll 
Stephanie Mills 
Stephanie Parkin 
Stephen Patrick 
Steve Acheson 
Steve Thomas 
Steve Thomson 
Steven Mondragon 
Steven Schopmeyer 
Steven Whatley 
Steven White 
Stevie Hovden 
Stewart Walker 
Stormwaltz 
Stuart Chaplin 
Summer Sparacin 
Sumner Teleha 
Susan 

Susan Graham 
Susan Phillips 
Susan Zhang 
Susie Cummings 
Suss Wilén 
Suzanne Krohn 
Suzanne Patt 
Suzmister 

Sven 

Svend Andersen 
SwordFire 
Swordie 

Sydney Jones 
sylvia kitterman 
Sylvia Soliz 
Sylwia Polberg 
Synfony 

T.N. 

TJ. Fuller, Jr. 
Tabbi 

Tait W 


<K > 


Sophia Bisignano-Vadino 


Tal Morgan 

Tala Rose Monroe 
Talia DeMartinis 
Talia Dutton 
Talicinx 

Tam An 

Tamar Conner 
Tamara Shiels 
Tamara Turner 
Tamereth 
Tamlane 

Tammy DeGray 
Tanasha Householder 
Taneka Stotts 
Tania 

Tania C Richter 
Tanya 

Tara Kent 

Tara Zimmerman 
Tasha Campbell 
Tasha Turner 
Tatiana Gettelman 
Taylor Weltzer 
Taylre Griffin 
Tazura Seiple 
Tchorbadjian 
Teeghan C Doherty 
Tegan Hendrickson 
Terri 

Terry Manning 
O'Grady 

ra Ahlin 

sJV4 


TGP 

Thaddeus Callahan 
thatraja 
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AMETALIAS is a kid who likes 
drawing and and dragons and 
combines those hobbies by 
recycling D&D characters for 
comics. 


SAM DAVIES js a British 
cartoonist who draws silent 
comics, lots of silent comics, 
probably too many. 


SARA GOETTER is a 
Pennsylvania-bom, Austin- 
based cartoonist that draws a 
lot of comics, such as Boozle 
and Dungeon Critters. She 
loves frogs and princes and 
sometimes even frog princes. 


CAPP (known to some as Anna 
Assan) is an Israeli comic artist 
based in the UK. She draws the 
webcomic Shaderunners with 


Lin, and she can also lick her 


own elbow, which is pretty cool. 


ASHANTI FORTSON is a 


cartoonist and illustrator based 


in Baltimore. They like kind 


stories, gay aliens, and farming 


simulator games. 


EMILY HANN is an animation 
graduate with 8 years 
experience for clients like 
Disney TV and Netflix. She is 
an animation and life drawing 
professor and author of 
webcomic, Kingdom Come. 


NICOLE CHARTRAND is 

an artist from Montreal, creator 
of the webcomics Shattered 
Starlight & Fey Winds, and a 
fan of novels, games & lattés. 


CAMILA FORTUNA is the 
mother of a daughter, nine dogs 
and a cat. | am also an artist on 
whatever free time | have left. 


ABBY HOWARD grew up in 
North Carolina and has drawn 
comics since age 13. She 
studied Evolutionary Biology, 
but now works full time 
between The Last Halloween, 
Junior Scientist Power Hour, 
and various projects, 


DIANA HUH is a storyboard 
artist and webcomic ghost who 
enjoys spicy food and long 
naps. She created The Lonely 
Vincent Bellingham for some 
reason. 


¢ ; 


ALIZA LAYNE is a dragon- 
kissing witch who writes and 
draws stories for adults, kids, 
and everyone else. Find their 
all-ages fantasy adventure 
comic at demonstreet.co and a 
lot more at alizalayne.com 


MILDRED LOUIS was raised 
in a small town outside Boston. 
Growing up, she always had 

a passion for comics and 
cartoons. She launched her 
webcomic series - Agents of 
the Realm - in March 2014 
and it is still ongoing. 


RENNIE KINGSLEY writes 
and draws the Weave, a 
webcomic about love, death, 
and the Fairy Courts hidden in 
plain sight in New York City. 


LIN is a Canadian writer, 
currently working on her PhD 

in Victorian Lit. She also works 
as an editor and theatre critic 
in Toronto, and she writes the 
webcomic Shaderunners with 
Capp. 


KELLY AND NICHOLE 
MATTHEWS 
(KICKINGSHOES) are 
professional comic artists and 
illustrators who live with their pet 
army near the Emerald City. 


JUSTIN LANUJIL is a storyteller 
who dabbles in comics, 
illustration and interactive fiction. 


” 


ANGELICA MARIA LOPEZ 
(CHARMWITCH) is a VFX 
artist and Illustrator for video 
games. Loves the starry night 
sky and learning languages, 
finds comfort in mocha 
frappuccinos 


— 


J.M. is an award-winning and 
Publishers Weekly starred and 
Best Books of the Year SF/F 
author. She is also professional 
smartypants on AMIAucio, 

and discusses fanthropology 
and geek-awesomeness on 
podcasts, TV, and radio. 
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An author, illustrator and comic- NATALIE RIESS was kissed by _ llustrator, storyteller, doodler 
maker based out of the sunny a witch once and has to draw extreme - FAYE SIMMS is 


Pacific Northwest, RHIANNON ~ comics forever. Wrote and drew _ currently creating cute gay 
RASMUSSEN-SILVERSTEIN _— Snarlbear and Space Battle steampunk comedy The 
is often described as relatably Lunchtime Foldings! 

morbid. 


& 

Full-time editor, part-time writer, SARAH STERN is an artist GISELE WEAVER is a 
ALEX SINGER is the author and colorist from New York. She = Canadian cartoonist who loves 
of Sfeer Theory, That Which is the creator of the webcomic sci-fi, drawing, and knitting 
Wills, and Small Town Witch. Cindersong, and works as a socks. 


colorist for comics with an awful 
lot of pink in them. 


ea 
JOANNE WEBSTER lives JASMINE WELLS is comic RU XU is Chinese-American 
in New Brunswick with her writer, artist, professional and your local bird lover. She is 
husband, and child. She baker, hot chocolate the creator of the graphic novel 
enjoys crafting original connoisseur. She/her. series Newsprints and the 
fairy tales, children stories webcomic Saint for Rent. 


and fantasy, often drawing 
inspiration from mythology 
and history. 
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ISABELLE MELANCON 
is a French-Canadian artist 
who adores fairy tales and 


mythology, and builds much of 
her work around them. She is 


the co-creator of the fantasy 


webcomic Namesake, as well 


as co-editor of Valor. 


MEGAN LAVEY-HEATON 

is a writer, letterer, and book 
designer based in Harrisburg, 
Pennsylvania. She is the 
co-creator of Namesake, 
co-editor of Valor. She is a 
bibliophile and loves twisting 
history and literature. 


Unlike any other type of story, fairy tales don’t have to make sense. In a lot of fairy 
tales, things happen in a very contrived fashion. A fairy Sodmother pops in and sets 
the story in motion. A giant puts its heart in an egg. A girl weaves a dress from the sun, 
the moon, and the skies. The reader accepts all these strange elements as factual. 
The world of the strange and unknown fascinates us, and no other genre allows us to 
explore the human soul as deeply as the queer world of fairy tales does. And this is 
why it survives, and grows, and changes with us. Fairy tales are literature in its most 
dreamlike form, and we cannot live without its lessons and grandeur. 


We love being lost in the woods, and we love clever princesses. 


Thank you to our friends, family and cats, for their support and participation in the 
creation of this book. Special thanks to Sarah Stern, Christina McKenzie, Taneka Stotts, 
and the folks at Hiveworks for giving us the extra boost needed to get this book done. 


— Isabelle Melancon and Megan Lavey-Heaton, April 2018 
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‘Tf would be easy fo be a princess if I were 
dressed in cloth of gold, but if is a greaf deal 
more of a triumph fo be one all fhe time 
when no one knows if: 


— A Liffle Princess’ by Frances Hodgson Burnett 
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